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FAME AND HONOR 
Prologue: My Story...? 
??P; June 21", 2011) 


‘We belong to God, and anyone who knows God listens to us, while anyone who does not belong 


to God refuses to hear us. This is how we know the spirit of truth and the spirit of deceit.” 
-1 John 4:6, NABRE 


Heaven greeting mer” he cried, blocking out the light with his hands. Slowly, 

he moved his hands away from his eyes. He sighed in relief upon discovering 
the light’s source—a fluorescent bulb embedded in a sterile, blank ceiling. I’ stil 
alive...and laying down on this bed? 

Harold looked at his surroundings. His sapphire eyes spotted two doors and 
a small desk. This 2sn’t my room, he thought. Where the hell am I? A throbbing pain 
ached inside Harold’s skull as he got out of bed. He placed one hand over his 
forehead, hoping the pain will subside. A few locks of light brown hair dangled 
over the front of his hand. 

He stumbled to the door behind the bed. He pushed the door open and 
discovered a bathroom. “No, no, that isn’t the exit...,” he murmured in 
disappointment. Heart pounding, mind spiraling out of control, he grew worried. 
“Someone must have kidnapped me...I need to get out of here!” 

He staggered toward the other door. The pain in his head worsened with 
each step he took. With his body leaning on the door, Harold opened it. He 
entered a well-lit hallway by falling face first on the cold floor. While on the floor, 
the pain subsided and a disembodied female voice echoed inside his skull. 

“Pame and honor await you, Harold,” the voice declared. “You were born for 
an important quest. Accept your destiny; the future of millions is in your hands.” 

The voice faded as soon as Harold got off the floor. Without warning, the 
sound of hobnailed jackboots echoed down the hall. Turning his back, he saw two 
other teens—a girl and another boy—approaching. Both stood at the same height. 

The other boy had light blonde hair, dark-blue eyes, and a fair complexion. 
He wore a black Sam Browne belt and ski jacket over a brown tunic and black 
neckerchief, matching ski pants and polished jackboots. 

His female accomplice, chestnut-haired and blue-eyed, wore a different outfit. 
She wore a brown jacket over a white blouse and black neckerchief, a dark-blue 
knee-length skirt and black jackboots. Her waist-length hair was neatly braided. 

As their way of greeting, they raised their right arms high. “Hed/ dir, Harold ‘der 
Kluge Mann’ Brotzman. For you are the ‘Wise Man’ and we are the “Lovers.” 

Harold was stunned. “Are you guys supposed to be Nazis?” 


Aros light pierced Harold’s eyes as he opened them. “Am I dead, is 


The girl gigeled. “Don’t you mean ‘National Socialists’?”’ 
“Whatever...” He rolled his eyes. “What was that Hitler Salute about?” 
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“Just an old habit we need to break.” The girl pointed at herself and the boy. 
“Trust us, Harold: we’re not ‘Nazis’. We’ve never supported Hitler and got 
nothing against Jews or anyone deemed ‘undesirables’.” 

Harold chuckled. “So you’re not going to kill me for trying to escape?” 

The girl retorted, “Why would we murder a fine specimen like your” She 
walked up to Harold. From head to toe, she examined his appearance. 

Standing at 5’°6, Harold had light brown hair, dark blue eyes and a rosy 
complexion. He wore a light-gray sweater vest, white long-sleeve dress shirt, dark- 
gray tie, khaki dress pants and black oxfords. A ‘BD’ emblem on his sweater’s left 
breast bore the words ‘Bishop Dowell High School’. Although slightly effeminate, 
Harold’s Nordic physique impressed the girl. 

Uncomfortable, Harold stepped away from her. “What are you doing?” 

“You asked if we had plans to kill you,” the girl explained. “But you are a 
well-bred Prussian boy, an exception to the millions of youths living in America.” 

“What is this, a racial purity test or something?” 

The girl laughed. “Didn’t I say we weren’t Nazis just a second ago?” 

“Whatever.” Harold sighed. 

The other boy uncrossed his arms. “Regardless, we spent years waiting for 
this.” He walked up to Harold, smiling. “My name is Walther, Walther Schaffer.” 

“Harold Brotzman.” He straightened his slouching posture. 

“You probably don’t remember me and my wife, but we‘re your baptismal 
godparents.” Walther wrapped his arm around the girl. 

“Tm Isolde Erhardt, Walther’s wife,” she said. 

Harold tilted his head. “I don’t remember meeting you two before.” 

“Ei, but you and Halfrida were very small little back then.” 

“You know my twin sister, Isolde?” 

She nodded. “Again, you both were too young to remember.” 

“Not sute...” Harold’s head darted around the hall. “Say, where am I?” 

“Sektor Ost, a deep underwater facility several miles off the coast of Boston.” 
She gigeled. “You’re in our penthouse. How clueless are you, Harold?” 

Harold scratched his head after hearing Isolde’s response. 

“You can trust us, Harold,” Walther told him. “We’re former Hitler Youth 
members, but there’s more to it. Like Christ said, don’t misjudge us unless you 
want to be misjudged. You’ve never heard of us and there’s a good reason why.” 

“How long has my family known you two?” Harold blurted. 

“Decades ago, your Prussian family, before fleeing the Fatherland to work for 
this country, ran a top-secret think-tank within the $4,” he explained. “They 
designed and researched weapons to save Germany. Isolde and I, among 
thousands of other youths, assisted their work as field-testers.” 

“Together, we joined the Brofgmanstab in a ‘Catholic’ boarding school at a 
Czechoslovakian castle. Problem is...Hitler destroyed its Catholic Identity. So, 
instead, our ‘Catholic education’ prepared us to be the Reich’s future leaders.” 

Harold was dumbfounded at the Lovers’ appearance. They looked more like 
a teenage couple, not an elderly couple. “Hmm, something’s not right...” 
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“But it’s true!” Isolde cried. 

“T know! Seriously, why are you and Walther as young as me? 

“A question you will uncover in due time,” Isolde promised. 

“Can't tell me? Why?” 

“This is the prologue of our crazy story, Harold.” Isolde winked. “I can’t spill 
the beans too soon.” 

“Are there other Hitler Youth members like you and Walther?” asked 
Harold. Walther and Isolde nodded. “The War ended almost seventy years ago!” 
He shouted at them. “Shouldn’t you guys be moving on with your lives?” 

“Nein danke,” said Walther. “We can’t unless our peers have other ways of 
immigrating to the United States besides jumping over the border.” 

“And why’s thatr” 

“Did you also forget about our talk, hours after we left your home in 
Arlington?” Isolde said, smacking her forehead. “Walther, please remind Harold 
why he’s staying at our penthouse.” 

“Before the War ended, we swore an oath to Father Agrioli, one of the 
Jesuits forced to work for the Brotymanstab,” Walther told him. “As you know, this 
country’s Catholic schools are falling like a rock. We, the ‘Remnants’, intend to 
curtail it by any means, because it’s our one-way ticket to a new life.” 

“Wait, hold on.” Harold’s jaw dropped. “How did this ‘Father Agrioli’ and 
my family know about America’s closing Catholic schools during World War I>” 

“They caught a glimpse of the future. They learned about a Cardinal’s plan to 
foment a rebirth in America’s Catholic schools—by the youth, for the youth.” 

“It’s true that my family is working with Philadelphia’s Cardinal Johannes 
Wolk to save the schools. They’re helping His Eminence as a way to clear our 
name.” Harold sighed. “But Catholic or not, collaborating with Nazis is nsane.” 

“Huh,” Walther wondered, “What are you talking about?” 

“Nobody wants to bring back Nazi Germany!” Harold scolded them. “You 
think everything will be alright once you guys reveal yourselves to the world?” 

“Good question,” muttered Isolde. 

“T never thought about it,” added Walther. “Will people think we’re ‘Nazis’?” 

Harold nodded. “Your clothes gave me the wrong impression!’ He crossed 
his arms and tapped his foot on the ground. “So tell me, ate you two ‘Nazis’?” 

The Lovers shook their heads. ““Nze-never,” they replied. 

“Then what do you want with me?!” 

“We want to help Cardinal Wolk and your family,” replied Walther. “You’ve 
already agreed to help us and our friends immigrate to America.” 

“Ts that so?” Harold raised an eyebrow. “Why should I care?” 

“Like I said,’ Walther stressed, “You can frust us.” 

“What if I don’t want to work with you people?” asked Harold. 

Walther said in a frustrated tone, “Look, none of us supported the Fuhrer 
and National Socialism. On behalf of my peers, we want to build new lives in 
America. I asked you, Harold, because you might be our best chance.” 

“Okay, but why me?” Harold wondered. “Couldn’t you ask Halfridar” 
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“Your sister refused; you agreed,’ Walther answered. “And there were lots of 
relatives in your family who recommended you.” 

“Fine, Pll help out on one condition. If I learn that you guys are secretly 
inciting neo-Nazism and racial hatred, the deal’s off.” 

“T believe we can work with that.” Walther held out his hand. 

Harold shook his hand. “Then you got yourself a deal. Where do we begin?” 

Isolde commanded, “In your neighborhood, look for a girl named Margaret 
Richardson. Her family worked with our financiers, who in turn provided most of 
our funding during the War.” 

Harold wondered, “How is she going to help us?” 

“She will aid us in reestablishing contact with our former financiers. Through 
them, your family will be in the position to save American Catholic Education.” 
From her brown wool jacket, Isolde handed him a cellphone. “Don’t lose this.” 

Harold examined it. “Is this a smartphone?” 

“Better,” chimed Walther, “It’s a satellite phone or ‘satphone’ for short. 
When we’re on the phone, we do not use our real names. Therefore, we will refer 
to you as ‘Wise Man’. Security trumps compromise in these times.” 

Harold slid the satphone into his pocket. 

“Now, please go back to sleep.” Walther pointed at Harold’s room, the 
penthouse’s guest bedroom. “Isolde and I will take you home tomorrow 
morning.” He and Isolde walked down the hallway and entered a master bedroom. 

Harold scratched the back of his head and returned to his bedroom. 
Slamming the door behind him, he sighed. What a terrible way to begin my story. 


FAME AND HONOR 


Dart One: Schritt flix Schritt! 


(Step by step) 
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Chapter One: Not A Dream 


(Wise Man; June 22", 2011) 


“Harold and Halfrida Brotzman are siblings in this modern-day parable. This Margaret 
girl... .well, she’s something else.” 
- Walther Schafter, In an Intelligence Debriefing 


Harold sat by the bedside, looking back on last night. Flowing out of his eyes, 

tears rolled down his cheeks. “What was I dreaming?” he sobbed. “Is Nazism 
still alive in my family?’ He wiped his tears. His eyes stared at the satphone on the 
nightstand next to his bed. 

“Maybe Walther and Isolde are good people. I just, I just need to give them a 
chance. But this is too much; I should take a walk.” 

Standing up, Harold grabbed the satphone from the nightstand. He looked at 
his German Shepherd sitting on the carpeted floor, her pink tongue sticking out. 
Harold whistled. “Come on, Tanja.” 

Tanja barked and got up on all fours, her tail wagging. The Bundeswehr-style 
dog tags on her collar clattered as she left the house with her master. 

On the front patio, the sunrays brightened. A gentle breeze filled the warm, 
humid air. A gray Chevy SUV cruised through the street in front of the house, its 
windows down. I should walk Tanja to Bishop Dowell, he thought. He reached into the 
pockets of his shorts and pulled out a leash. He strapped it to Tanja’s collar. 

He trudged through the grassy lawn with his dog. He stepped onto the 
concrete sidewalk and strolled along it. After walking several blocks away from his 
house, without warning, the satphone vibrated and rang. The ringtone, a Jazz 
rendition of ‘Ride of the Valkyries,’ startled Harold. 

He held the phone next to his ear. “Hello, who is this?” 

“Who else,” a German girl’s voice blared on the other end. 

Is that Isolde? He suspected. “So...I wasn’t dreaming after all.” 

“Not a dream, but cold reality, Wise Man,’ she reminded him. “See those 
three houses on your right?” 

While holding the phone to his ear, Harold tilted his head right. “Yeah, I can 
see the three houses, uh...?” 

“Call me ‘Briinnhilde’ over the phone. For my sweetheart, his is ‘Sleipnir.””’ 

“What’s so special about them?” Harold looked away from the houses. 

She elaborated, “The house in the middle is the Richardson residence. 
Remember ‘Margaret’? She lives there with her grandfather and three siblings.” 

“You seem to know a lot about her...” Harold stepped aside as a jogger ran 
past him. “What are you, a stalker? Do you enjoy stalking like the Gestapo?” 

“Just a formality, Wise Man,” Isolde’s spoke in disgust, “Knowing everything 
is my job. Introduce yourself to Margaret—let you and her get to know each other. 
We need the girl on board if our efforts are to pay off.” 

“Think she'll be visiting Bishop Dowell this morning?” 
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“Sure, you’re welcome to try.” 

“Alright, tell Sleipnir that I sent my regards.” He hung up and continued 
walking his dog to Bishop Dowell. 

Three blocks ahead, Harold and Tanja crossed a street separating his 
neighborhood and the school. Strolling through the parking lot, they stopped at a 
side entrance on the left side of the building, their backs against the door. From 
behind, Harold heard someone opening the doors. He turned his body around. 

A porcelain girl with an average build preened herself. Carrying a purse, she 
wore a pair of eyeglasses with circular frames, a white knee-length summer dress 
and matching sandals. At 5710, her height was the same as Walther and Isolde’s. 
She gave a half-smile, her sapphire eyes staring into Harold’s. 

Cheeks reddening, Harold blushed. “G-g-good morning...” 

“Um, hello there,” the girl replied in an Appalachian accent. She pointed at 
the door with her left thumb. “I wonder why no one bothered to lock this.” 

“That’s weird. Why were you inside the school building?” 

“Oh, my grandpa wanted me to deliver the tuition payment.” She pouted her 
lips. “The school office is open, by the way.” 

‘Will you be attending Bishop Dowell by late August?” Harold wiped the 
sweat from his forehead. “T’ll be a freshman.” 

“Same for me and my quadruplet siblings.” The girl glanced at Tanja, who sat 
next to Harold, panting. “Is she yours?” 

Harold nodded. “Her name’s Tanja.” 

“Mind if I pet her?” The girl kneeled. 

“Go ahead,” he replied. 

The girl petted Tanja’s dark hide. Tanja wagged her tail in joy. She 
straightened her posture and twirled her platinum blonde hait. 

“May I ask what your name is?” 

“Margaret Diana Richardson,” she replied. 

“Harold Brotzman,” he told her. 

“Then ‘Harold’ it is.” She smirked. “I can’t wait for the school year to begin.” 

“Likewise,” he answered. 

“Well, this is where we go our separate ways, Harold. Take care.” As she 
walked past him, her hand stroked his. 

Harold overheard her mumble, “He’s totally my type.” He remembered what 
Isolde told him. “Wait, before you go, Margaret. I was wondering if, you know, we 
could do something together.” 

Margaret turned around and tossed her hair around her neck. “Like, going 
out on date?” She pouted her lips. 

“That’s not I meant.” 

“That’s not what you meant?” Margaret cocked her head to the side. 

“Since we’re going to be freshmen at the same school, why not try getting to 
know each other?” Harold suggested. 

Margaret paused. Her sapphire eyes looked into Harold’s. 

“Are you interested, Margaret?” Harold wondered. 
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“Sure, why not?” 

“Wait, is that a ‘yes?”’ 

She nodded. “Yeah, where do you want to gor” 

Harold suggested, “It’s up to you. But before that, I need to visit my Onkel at 
St. Michael the Archangel Catholic Parish in Fairfax first.” 

“Onkel,” muttered Margaret, “What does that mean?” 

“It’s German for ‘uncle,”’ Harold explained. “He’s a Catholic priest of the 
Augustinian Order and the source of my aspirations.” 

“T see,” said Margaret. “Do we take the bus or...?” 

“We take the bus,” replied Harold. “There’s a bus stop not far from here.” 

“Alright, let’s do it,” Margaret declared. 

“Shouldn’t you ask your parents?” 

“My parents were murdered when I was six or seven,” Margaret told him. 
“Since then, my grandpa has been taking care of me and my siblings.” 

“Does he mind?” Harold pondered. 

“No, why should her” 

Harold motioned Margaret to follow him. “Well, if you say so, let’s go.” 

With Margaret holding his dog’s leash, Harold went to the bus stop. 

2K 


(Ninety minutes later) 

In Fairfax, Margaret, Harold and his dog entered St. Michael’s. Cold air from 
the building’s AC blasted them as they went inside the lobby. Shivering, Margaret 
surveyed her surroundings. On their left were the doors to the parochial school. 
The doors up ahead led to the parish, the one on the right led to a hall of offices. 

“Which way are we going, Harold?” 

Harold pointed at the doors on their right. “Over there,” he answered. 

Entering the hallway on their right, Harold and Margaret strolled down the 
hall. At the end of the wall, to the left of an emergency exit, was a door with a 
brass placard. The text read, “Father Leonard Brotzman, OSA.” 

Margaret pointed at the door’s placard. “Is this the place?” 

“This is it,” Harold replied. Margaret and Tanja stepped aside as he knocked 
on the door three times. “Father... mean, Onkel, this is Harold,” he declared in a 
clear voice. “May I come in?” 

A male voice reverberated from inside the room. “Harold, is that your Ja, you 
can come inside.” 

With his Onkel’s approval, Harold entered the room with Margaret and 
Tanja. Inside, a Catholic priest in a traditional black cassock, seated at a mahogany 
desk, typed on an old computer. A middle-aged man, the priest had a few wrinkles 
on his forehead, light brown hair and pale complexion. A steel ashtray with an old, 
burnt cigar rested on the desk’s far left corner. 

The priest stopped typing. “Good morning, Harold,” he greeted, before 
turning his attention to the girl. “Is she one of your friends from school?” 

“No, she didn’t attend St. Michael’s, Onkel,”’ Harold told him, closing the 
door. “She attended another parochial school in Arlington, where I live.” 
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“What a small world we live in.” Father Leonard chuckled. “Care to 
introduce yourself, young lady?” 

Courteous, Margaret nodded. “My name is Margaret Diana Richardson,” she 
greeted. “Father, are you really Harold’s uncle?” 

“Tam, Margaret,” replied Father Leonard. “How did you meet Harold?” 

“T met him outside Bishop Dowell,” Margaret stated. “He and I agreed to 
spend some time together. Oh, and we’re not dating, Father.” 

“Glad to hear,” smiled Father Leonard. “My nephew shouldn’t be dating girls 
too eatly. He’s a well-mannered boy with excellent grades and a bright future 
ahead.” He pointed at the two chairs in front of his desk. “Have a seat, you two.” 

Harold and Margaret sat on the chairs. Margaret held a tight grip on the leash 
connected to Tanja’s collar. Tanja sat on the carpeted floor. “Margaret, do you go 
to Mass often?” asked Father Leonard, interesting in making a conversation. 

“Yes Father,” answered Margaret, “But my family and I are part of the 
Eastern Rite—Ukrainian-Greek.” 

“Interesting,” Father Leonard smiled. He asked Harold, “How’s the family?” 

“My parents are out of town at the moment,” said Harold. “As for Opa 
Sebastian, his brothers and the rest of the family...” 

Father Leonard voiced concern. “Is there a reason why you came here all of a 
sudden? Did something happen between you, your grandpa and them?” 

“Onkel, is the Third Reich still alive?” Harold blurted. 

“What ate you saying?” Father Leonard tilted his head to the side, intrigued. 

“Somebody wants to exploit our family’s philanthropy to the Catholic 
schools,” suspected Harold. He informed Margaret and Father Leonard about last 
night’s events. 

Margaret cried in horror. “They wanted you to find me?!” 

Unsure and clueless, Harold replied, “I don’t know, Margaret. Nothing they 
said made any damn sense!” He consulted his Onke/. “Do you know anything 
about Walther and Isolde?” 

Father Leonard nodded. “They were students at NPEA Rakonitz, the school 
that your grandpa Sebastian’s older brother, Horst, ran as its headmaster.” 

“Are they supposed to be dead?” Harold added. 

“Yes,” answered Father Leonard. “Walther and Isolde, along with the rest of 
the students there, committed mass suicide. Death by poisoning and, no, our 
family had nothing to do with it.” 

“What if they didn’t die?” doubted Harold. “What if they’re still out there?” 

“Tf they are,” Father Leonard said, “They would be too old to repeat history.” 

“But that isn’t the case,” recalled Harold. “The Walther and Isolde I met 
were about the same age as me and Margaret.” 

“Those kidnappers could be lying, Harold,” Margaret suggested. 

“No, I think they’re the real deal,” Harold affirmed. He showed Margaret and 
his Onkel the satphone. “Look, I have no clue why I was chosen by them. I don’t 
even know if they and their peers can be trusted. What am I supposed to do?” 
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Father Leonard voiced concern. “Harold, I am sorry, but there is nothing I 
can do to help. All I can give is this advice: beware of who you associate with.” 

“True,” Margaret smirked, “But I think we can reason with these people. 
Father, he wants to know if these are sincere with their claims.” 

“What do you intend?” asked Father Leonard. 

Margaret advised, “I want to know if he did meet two dead students from 
that school. Maybe then, Pll find the truth.” 

“And when you realize that they are, Margaret?” Harold asked. 

Margaret responded, “We'll cross that bridge when we get there, Harold.” 

“Be careful you two,” warned Father Leonard. 

“Don’t sweat over us, Father,’ Margaret said. Getting out of her seat, 
Margaret went to the door, her hand wrapped around Tanja’s dog leash. 

Before following her outside, Harold spoke to his Onkel. “You don’t mind if 
we meet again tomorrow?” 

“Why tomorrow?” asked Father Leonard. 

Harold replied, “Onkel, it’s about time you let me help the family save the 
schools. I want to clear the family’s name as much as you do.” 

“T understand,” Father Leonard said. “I will consider your requests.” 

“Thanks, Onkel,” smiled Harold. He got off his chair and rejoined Margaret 
and Tanja in the hallway. Closing the door behind him, he eyed Margaret. 

“Sorry if I scared you,” Harold apologized. “I just didn’t know who talk to.” 

“That’s okay,” Margaret said. “I’m not scared. In fact, I want to meet them.” 

“You mean Walther and Isolde?” 

“Yeah,” she replied. “You don’t mind if I stay at your house tonight?” 

“But what about our original plans?” 

“That can wait,” she insisted. 

“Are you sure about that?” 

Margaret nodded. “It’s something that I want to see for myself.” 

“If I ask them to come over, are we going to be alright?” 

“Of course, we will.” Margaret opened her handbag and showed Harold a 
Soviet Makarov handgun. “If anything goes wrong, I can always use this.” 

His mouth agape, Harold expressed disbelief. “Wh-where did you get that?” 

“Keep your voice down,” Margaret cautioned, putting the gun away, closing 
the handbag. “Listen, I stole it from my grandpa’s office. He doesn’t know that I 
have it, and he always comes home from work exhausted, so we’re fine. Just let me 
meet those Lovers at your house tonight, okay?” 

Harold pulled out his satphone and dialed the Lover’s number. I should have 
kept my mouth shut, he thought. 

2 KK 
(Several hours later) 

After nightfall, storm clouds gathered above the skies of Arlington. Thunder 
crackled and lighting flashed alongside a cold downpour. Inside Harold’s house, 
the hands of a handmade cuckoo clock struck 10PM. Popping out of its 
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birdhouse, a cuckoo bird chirped. It continued cuckooing until a musical box 
rendition of the ‘Swedish Rhapsody’ started playing. 

In Harold’s bedroom, the door was open and the lights were on. Lying down 
on his bed, Harold browsed the pages of an art magazine. He had one hand 
holding the magazine and the other digging through a bag of Doritos. 

Standing beside his toom’s walk-in closet, Margaret leaned on the wall with 
her arms crossed. The melody from the cuckoo clock came to an abrupt end, 
followed by a loud thunderous roar outside. “It’s getting late,’ Margaret 
commented, impatient, “You sure they’re coming, Harold?” 

“Just be patient,” Harold assured. 

Desperate to relieve her boredom, Margaret conversed with Harold. “Hey, 
can I ask you something?” 

“Sure Margaret,” Harold spoke, “Shoot.” 

Margaret tilted her head toward the walk-in closet. “I find it odd that you also 
have women’s clothes and makeup in your closet,” she noted. “Don’t take it 
personal, but do you enjoy crossdressing?” 

“No, it’s nothing like that,” Harold explained. “Those clothes aren’t mine— 
they belong to my twin sister, Halfrida.” 

“You have a twin sister?” Margaret noted. “I figured as much.” 

“Uh-huh,” Harold answered, flipping a page. “She’s the older twin and a 
tomboy with an attitude.” 

“Where is Halfrida, anyway?” asked Margaret. 

“The family estate near San Carlos de Bariloche,” Harold recalled. 

Unsure, Margaret mused, “Is that a city in Spain?” 

“No,” he corrected, “Argentina.” 

“Why is she there?” Margaret wondered. 

Harold explained, “Horst Brotzman, my Opa’s older brother, offered my 
parents a scholarship to a prestigious German school there. My parents chose 
Halfrida because they favored her more than me.” 

“That doesn’t bother your” 

“The family business in Latin America doesn’t concern me.” 

“But you and Halfrida are still in touch, right?” 

“Of course, we are.” 

“Um Harold, do you hear something?” 

“No, Pm not hearing anything.” 

A buzzing noise echoed from the hallway outside Harold’s bedroom. Tilting 
her head right, Margaret saw a faint light in the hallway. The light revealed the 
bodies of two people—a boy and a girl—materializing. Alerted, she grabbed the 
Makarov from her purse. 

“Ts it theme” Harold tossed the magazine aside. 

“T don’t know!” Margaret pointed her gun at the light. “Get over here!” 

Harold rushed to the doorway. The light dissipated, and the bodies of 
Walther and Isolde appeared in the hallway. 

“We are back, Harold!” Walther announced. 
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“And you brought us the girl,” exalted Isolde, “Waunderbar\” 

Margaret yelled at the Lovers. “What do you want? Just leave us alone!” 

“Calm down,” urged Walther, “We have no reason to harm you or Harold.” 

Harold expressed bemusement. “How did you get inside my house?” 

“Save it for later, Harold!” Isolde scolded. 

“Answer my question!” Margaret shouted, pointing her Makarov at Walther. 
“If you can’t answer in the next three seconds, I’m pulling the trigger!” 

“Please don’t,” Walther pleaded. “We wanted to contact you for a reason.” 

“Why?” Margaret asked, hysterical. “We got nothing against anyone that you 
believe are “undesirables.” 

“Like Walther said, we contacted you for a reason,” stressed Isolde. “So could 
you please put the gun down?” 

Tensions escalated. With her finger still on the trigger, Margaret ignored the 
Lovers. From their jackets, Walther and Isolde drew their guns, a silver-plated Colt 
1911 and a Mauser C96, respectively. 

“Margaret,” Harold begged, “Drop the gun.” 

“Do you realize what you’re saying, Harold?” 

“Think Margaret,” screamed Harold, “If we murder these two, our lives 
wort go back to normal! ’m sure all their friends will come after us!” 

Margaret, reluctant at first, pointed her gun away from Walther. She placed it 
inside her purse. “I pray to God that you know what you’re doing, Harold.” 

The Lovers holstered their guns. Margaret asked Walther, “Why do you want 
to save America’s declining Catholic schools?” 

Walther restated, “We wanted to find new lives—a clean slate, if you will.” 

“American Catholic Education’s the key?” she questioned. “I don’t buy it.” 

“Ja, ja,” Walther said, “And we’re not the boogiemen you’re expecting.” 

“Don’t you mean ‘bogeymen’?” Harold pondered. 

No one bothered to answer Harold’s question. “So the majority of you guys 
aren’t Nazis?” doubted Margaret. “Why didn’t you say that the first time you met 
Harold? Or better yet, why’re you guys still wearing these Hitler Youth uniforms?” 

“We wear them, because we don’t want to forget,” explained Walther. “We 
want to remind ourselves of our past and our desire to learn from it. Trust me: 
most of us have no intentions of repeating history.” 

Harold whispered to Margaret. “Do you believe him?” 

“For now,” she whispered back. “I don’t trust the bastard and his whore.” 

Walther and Isolde dropped to their knees and bowed their heads. “You’ve 
got to help us,” Isolde begged, “We have nowhere else to go.” Tears rolled down 
her face as she wept. “Our old home is dead, our futures destroyed. Margaret, you 
and Harold can help us forge a new future for all of us.” 

“Cut the crap.” Margaret crossed her arms. “I'll give you two the benefit of a 
doubt.” She sighed and rolled her eyes. 

Walther implored, “You will help us and Harold?” 

“Yes,” replied Margaret, “So long as you remain honest with us.” 
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Curious about his family’s past, Harold consulted Walther and Isolde. “How 
did my family, as the Brotzmanstab, ‘catch a glimpse of the future?” 

“Pll explain,” Isolde volunteered. “Before the War ended, the Brotzmanstab 
anticipated a ‘downfall of American education in Catholic affairs.’ They entrusted 
us to play a separate, unique role in the effort against the decline.” 

“How are the schools declining?” asked Harold, incredulous. 

“Exorbitant tuition, dropping enrollment, watered-down curriculum, and 
rising competition,” Isolde mentioned, holding up four fingers. 

“But why choose America and not, say, Europe?” Margaret pondered. 

“America is a unique place,” described Isolde. “People claim that if you work 
hard in this country, anything is possible. For us, the Catholic schools are our best 
chance. Ever heard of the Catholic School Conservationist Movement?” 

“Sort of,” Harold said. “I know my Onkel is a leading, influential member. 
What do you know about them, Isolde?” 

“Conservationists want to improve the schools of the ‘American Catholic 
School System,” Isolde replied. “Today, they are in a position to create real, 
lasting change in the schools. Plenty of Catholic teens back the movement, but 
young leaders are needed to rally them. That’s where we come in.” 

“What can Margaret and I do to help?” Harold wondered. “Should we 
contact the, you know, ‘Catholic School Underground?” 

“The Underground is pro-homeschooling,’ Walther informed him. “They 
won’t support the Conservationists. For now, let’s do things one step at a time.” 

“T understand,” acknowledged Harold. “Walther, now that Margaret is with 
us, what should we do next?” 

Walther reached into his pockets and opened a notepad full of handwritten 
checklists. “Our next task is to create our own plans for this Rebirth.” 

“Okay,” Harold asked, “When do we start planning?” 

Walther suggested, “Tomorrow.” 

“Got it,” replied Harold. “What about you, Margaret?” 

“T can’t complain,” said Margaret. 

“Ts that everything you want to say to us, Harold?” Isolde asked. 

Harold nodded. “Auf wiedersehen,” he said. 

“Auf wiederseben,’ the Lovers retorted. 

From a pocket inside her wool jacket, Isolde pulled out a strange glowing 
rock. The object, her hand wrapped around it, emitted a pulsating light. A golden 
door manifested above their heads, and the Lovers’ bodies vanished into 
nothingness. The door itself disappeared seconds later. 

Margaret mentioned, “Tomorrow? Isn’t that the same day...” 

“Of course,” Harold replied, “And the timing is perfect.” 

“You sound like a neo-Nazi.” Margaret frowned. Her glasses fell down her 
nose. “Are you a secret Hitler worshipper?” 

The accusation surprised Harold. He shook his head. “What? No!” 

“T hope so.” Margaret sighed. “Nazism has no place in America.” 
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Chapter Two: Suburban Woes 
(Sleipnir and Godmother; June 23-28", 2011) 


“The truest Catholic Education is the idea, the name of the game.” 
-Isolde Erhardt, Intelligence Report Nr. 0412007 


Isolde slammed the door shut. Father Leonard was shocked by their 
sudden appearance. “Alberich,’ Walther greeted, smiling, “You’ve 
changed since my wife and I last saw you! I can’t believe you’re all grown up now!” 

“So the rumors and what Harold said were true,” muttered Father Leonard. 

“He told you about us?” asked Isolde. 

“Yes,” Father Leonard answered, “In front of Margaret, this friend of his.” 

“Ts that so, Father Alberich?” Isolde added. 

“Please do not call me by my birth name. It’s Father Leonard.” The 
Augustinian stroked the nape of his neck. 

Walther picked up the ashtray and the cigar off his desk. “Do you smoke?” 

Father Leonard frowned. “No, my last smoke before my ordination in 1967.” 

Isolde tilted her head. “What’s the matter?” 

“But seriously, you two ate supposed to be dead!” Father Leonard pointed at 
the Lovers. “How are you both still aliver” 

“Father Leonard, that mass suicide back at NPEA Rakonitz was just a ruse,” 
Walther proclaimed. “Thanks to your family’s help, we went into hiding. And now 
that we’re here, we want to help you and your family’s latest work. Together, we’re 
going to make Catholic Education great again.” 

The priest eyes’ widened. “You're talking about our philanthropy to the 
Catholic schools in the United States?” 

“Jawohl,” Walther replied. “This is our chance to reintegrate ourselves back 
into society. And we will have no one else to thank except Harold and his sister.” 

The door opened again. This time, Harold and Margaret entered the office. 
“Harold,” his Onkel demanded, “What is the meaning of this?” 

Harold closed the door. “Isn’t it obvious? This is my chance to shine, to clear 
our family’s name for good.” 

“And you decided to work with Walther and Isolde?” 

“Of course,” replied Harold. “Onkel, Walther, Isolde, and all their friends 
aren’t bad people. They want a clean slate for themselves, and they’re willing help 
the family in return. We'll make Catholic Education great again!” 

Margaret smacked her forehead. “Did you have to say that?” 

Father Leonard was horrified. “What have you done to my nephew?” he told 
the Lovers. “This is not like him!” 

“Father, this is what Harold wants.” Walther winked. 

“He wants to redeem his family’s name by working with us,” Isolde chimed. 
“Give him a chance to prove himself.” 


ID alther and Isolde entered Father Leonard office, dressed in civilian clothes. 
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The priest turned to Margaret. “Were you also a part of this?” 

Margaret shook her head. “Sort of,” she retorted. 

“You have another reason?” 

“Let’s just say I’m in it for personal reasons.” 

“But these people are violent and dangerous,” the priest warned. “They’re 
Nazis; they do not belong in our society.” 

“Stop jumping to conclusions!” Margaret argued, enraged by the priest’s 
questioning. “Just listen to what to what your nephew has to say!” 

“Don’t misjudge us unless you want to be judged, Father,” said Isolde. 

Father Leonard sighed. “Okay, I will listen to what Harold has to say.” He 
addressed his nephew, “Please explain why you want to help the family’s work.” 

“Onkel, the situation in the Catholic schools of this country needs to 
change,” he declared. “The school closings, shrinking funds, and deteriorating 
curriculum are intolerable. Rampant heresy festers among students and teachers. 
More and more American Catholics are losing confidence in their competence.” 

“Tt is true that the schools are in such a terrible state,” admitted the priest. 
“But this did not happen overnight. Where did you learn this from?” 

“From your work with the Conservationists and the bishops, the USCCB,” 
Harold stated. “Cardinal Wolk, the head of the bishops’ Congregation on Catholic 
Education, agrees with you. The Catholic schools here leave much to be desired.” 

“And you are convinced that this cause appeals to your” 

Harold nodded. “Catholic School Conservationism is growing, now that most 
Catholics desire real change. But nobody wants to step forward and speak on 
behalf of the students and their interests.” 

“But you are just a teenager,” said Father Leonard. “You told me that you 
wanted to be a painter and a vegan. Are you sure you have what it takes to tackle a 
decades-long problem?” 

“Yes Onkel,” replied Harold. “I believe I have the power to sway the 
emotions of millions and unite them to a common goal. In collusion with the 
clergy, I shall turn the American Catholic School System into a powerhouse.” 

“And how ate you going to make that happen...?” 

“By mobilizing the Conservationists to create the ‘Republic Program,” 
declared Harold. “We shall carry out the creation of a new school system, far 
greater than anyone has ever imagined!” 

“T appreciate your enthusiasm,” said Father Leonard, “But idealism has its 
limits, Harold. This vision of yours is too unrealistic to be realized and—” 

“There’s still room for improvement,” Walther interjected, arms crossed. 
“Father, all we ask is that you allow us join the Conservationists.” He eyed Harold. 
“Perhaps then, we'll discover how far your nephew’s enthusiasm goes.” 

Though reluctant, Father Leonard agreed to Walther’s request. “It’s goes 
against my better judgement, but I will give you four a chance. Pll inform Cardinal 
Wolk of this special request.” 

“Danke schon.” Walther motioned Isolde, Harold and Margaret to follow him 
as he walked towards the door. 
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The priest held his hands together. “Do the world a big favor, Walther.” 

Walther turned around. “What kind of favor, Father?” 

“Whatever you do, don’t groom my nephew into another Hitler.” 

“T won't.” Walther reopened the door. “Come on, everyone, we’re leaving.” 

Confused, Harold asked, “Walther, why are leaving?” 

“Tl explain at your house,” Walther answered, exiting the office. 

2K 
(One hour later) 

As the morning sun rose, the hands on the cuckoo clock in Harold’s house 
struck 7AM. From the living room, the bird’s cuckoos traveled throughout the 
house. At the kitchen breakfast table, Isolde typed on a laptop, eyes gazing at the 
screen and the pages of a small codebook. Margaret sat next to her, sipping 
decaffeinated coffee while browsing the Internet on her iPhone. Harold and 
Walther sat on the other side of the table. 

“What the hell were you trying to do, Harold?” 

“T was about to discuss what the Catholic schools should implement.” 

“But your bombastic boasting gave your uncle the wrong impression of us.” 
Walther grabbed his mug of decaf coffee from the table, drinking it. “He now 
thinks that I am ‘grooming you into another Hitler.” 

“Do I look like the next Fuhrer to you, Walther?” 

“Nein, far from it.” He settled the mug on the table. “Not sure about what 
your Onkel thinks, though.” 

“Then what was I supposed to say?” 

“Just tell your Onkel that the four of us were interested in helping the 
family’s work,” Walther replied. “You shouldn’t have to resort to info-dumping.” 

Harold’s eyes rolled. “Yeah, as if that’s going to work.” 

“Listen to me, Harold,’ urged Walther. “Pm convinced that your Onkel 
wants you to participate in the family’s work. But introducing me and Isolde or 
your deluded fantasies to him was uncalled for. Admit it: you screwed up like the 
Prodigal Son that you are.” 

“Okay, so I screwed up.” Harold lifted both hands. “What’s next?” 

Walther opened his notebook. “We discuss how to foment the ‘Rebirth.”’ 

“How ate we supposed to be do that?” Harold voiced his frustration. “We’re 
just four teenagers, Walther. It can’t be done.” 

“Tt can’t be done,” Walther repeated in a girly voice. He slapped Harold’s 
cheek. “Maybe your sister’s right: you do whine like a limp-wristed sissy.” 

Margaret and Isolde ignored Harold. “What was that for?” Harold demanded. 

“Over an hour ago, you swaggered and boasted to your Onkel,’ Walther 
complained. “You now say it’s impossible? And you call yourself a Brotzman?” 

Angst festered within Harold. “What the hell...” He wanted to strike back, 
but his logic and reason disarmed him. I should calm down first. 

“Forgive me,” Walther apologized, “I can be a little short-tempered.” 

“That’s okay,” Harold replied, “Just don’t do that ever again.” 

“Okay, where did you learn about this so-called ‘Republic Program’?” 
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“From a book,” recalled Harold. “Halfrida and I found it in the attic. Before 
I met you three, before she went to live at the family estate in Argentina.” 

“Do you still have this book?” Walther raised eyebrows, his tone inquisitive. 

Harold nodded. “It’s in my room. Want me to bring it here?” 

“Please do.” Walther nodded. 

Harold scooted out of his chair and left the kitchen. Minutes later, he 
returned to the table with a black book. Large and bulky, the book was thick as a 
New York City phonebook. He gave it to Walther before reclining on his chair. 

With the book in hand, Walther opened it, skimming through pages of 
handwritten German. He smiled in joy after closing it. “Harold, just out of 
cutiosity, how much did you and Halfrida read?” 

“A few pages,” replied Harold. “Our German isn’t fluent enough.” 

“That’s okay.” Walther grinned. “Looking like working with you and 
Margaret is beginning to pay off after all.” He told his wife, “Isolde, I was right: 
Harold had the family’s Rheingold this whole time!” 

Isolde stopped typing. Her jaw dropped upon seeing the book. “I thought the 
Brotzman family destroyed it back at NPEA Rakonitz.” 

“Nein, that wasn’t the case,” said Walther, passing the book to his wife. 

Isolde took the book from Walther and examined the first few pages. “Grif 
Gott,” she exclaimed, “You weren’t joking!” 

Margaret’s curiosity piqued. “Huh, what’s going on?” 

“We got the Rheingold, Margaret,” Walther told her. 

“Rheingold,” pondered Margaret, “What’re you talking about?” 

“An unforgotten Brotzmanstab achievement,” explained Walther. “An 
educational experiment that a priest concocted before the Harold’s family forced 
him to work for them.” 

“Do you and Isolde know this priest?” 

Walther nodded. “An American Jesuit named Father Michael Agrioli. If 
memory serves, he ran the parish in nearby Rakonitz.” 

“Interesting,” commented Margaret. “What was the basis behind this book?” 

“The book documents Father Agrioli’s ideal Catholic school system, based 
on decades of teaching experience,’ Walther described, glancing at its pages. “It 
argues for an innovative curriculum centered on student participation.” 

“Sounds promising, but can any of it be realized?” 

“Ja, assuming one has the money, which the Brotzmans have tons of it.” 

Margaret asked Harold, “Where exactly did you and Halfrida find itr” 

“In a steel box inside the attic,” Harold replied. “I decided to hold onto it.” 

“Harold,” Walther requested, “Is it okay if Isolde and I translate it into 
English? Having this around would go a long way toward realizing our plans.” 

“Sure, if it helps us.’ Harold relaxed his hands behind his head. 

“Danke, Harold.” Walther smiled. “Isolde, we should get going; Harold’s 
parents will be here soon.” He turned to Margaret. “Same goes for you.” 

“You don’t need to tell me,” Margaret replied. 
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Isolde yawned. She switched her laptop off and stuffed it in a leather satchel. 
She followed Walther into the garage, closing the door behind her. 

Margaret confided to Harold, “I don’t understand this Rheingold at all.” 

“Me too,” agreed Harold, “How is that book going to usher a rebirth?” 

“Perhaps we'll find out once the Lovers translate it.” Margaret twirled her 
hair to the side. “I found stuff online about Father Agrioli and your family.” 

Harold fidgeted at the edge of his chair. “What'd you find?” 

Margaret replied, “I did a Google search for Father Michael Agrioli and 
found some declassified FBI and CIA documents.” She gave Harold her iPhone. 

With the iPhone, Harold zoomed in to read the documents. “I learned that 
he was a Catholic educator ahead of his time,” Margaret continued. “What’s weird 
is that nobody, not even the Church, knows what happened to him.” 

“Nobody knows what happened?” Harold’s eyes widened. “Why’s that?” 

“T don’t know,” said Margaret. “There are five different versions of his death, 
each one occurring at a different place on April 12", 1945. Even today, the body 
hasn’t been recovered, and nobody even knows whete it is.” 

“What ate the causes?” Harold put the iPhone on the table. 

“Suicide by gunshot or cyanide poisoning,’ Margaret recalled. “The other 
three versions claim he was either strangled with piano wire, died next to a car 
bomb, or else was gunned down by men in $4 uniforms.” 

“Crazy, he died fifty two years before Halfrida and I were born.” 

“No way, you and your twin sister’s birthdays are on April 12?” 

Harold nodded. “When’s your birthday?” 

“July 17%, 1997,” she answered. “The same goes for my quadruplet siblings. 
By the way, how much money does your family have?” 

“Over half a billion dollars,’ Harold reported. “Besides Argentina, we also 
tun vatious businesses in Brazil and the US. Much of it is owned by Horst 
Brotzman. Did you find anything special about him?” 

“T did,” Margaret answered. “Obersturmbannfthrer Horst Brotzman was a 
mechanical engineer who ran Adalbert AG, a German armaments company. It 
exported of German arms to clients in various countries during the War.” 

“That sounds like the Horst I know.” He returned her iPhone. 

Margaret opened a dossier on Horst on the FBI website. “That’s weird; the 
Allies never charged him or any other family member with war crimes. How could 
that be, when every male family relative at the time was a freaking 44 member!?” 

Harold raised an eyebrow. “Hold on, there were no reports of forced labor or 
wart crimes or anything of the sort?” 

“Not a single one. It makes you wonder, doesn’t it?” 

“Yeah, it does.” 

“But innocent or not,” Margaret added, “Horst has never been seen in public 
since the seventies. Could that have something to do with the family business?” 

“Who knows, Margaret,” said Harold. “Even though my family’s rich and 
powerful, ’m still confused over why the Lovers wanted me to find you. To me, 
you’re just a girl with suburban woes.” 
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Margaret rolled her eyes. “You’re overthinking things, Harold.” 

“Huh, what are you implying?” 

She sighed. “I think the Lovers wanted your family to get back in touch with 
the Bauer family. The Bauers themselves are trying to do the same thing!” 

“You mean the same family that runs Bauer Industries, Canada’s prestigious 
industrial conglomerate?” 

“Right, that family,” Margaret confirmed. “And it just so happens that I am a 
close friend of Hannelore Bauer.” 

“No way,” Harold said, narrow-eyed, “You’re friends with Hannelore, the 
famed child actress? She’s famous among kids and teens in the US and Canada!” 

“Not like I have blood relations or anything special.” Margaret looked away 
from Harold. “I got surprised when she texted me, a few months ago.” 

“Sounds kind of random,” Harold commented. 

“IT know, and it’s for the same reason why the Lovers wanted you to find 
me,” Margaret explained. “Hannelore wanted me find your sister, Halftida.” 

“Why did Hannelore text you all of a sudden?” 

“She wanted her family to restore relations with your family.” 

“But instead of my sister, you found me,” Harold added. “Kind of odd that 
she wanted you to befriend someone like me, you know? Plus, I still have no clue 
what the Lovers and the Bauers want with you, me, and my family.” 

“You think so, Harold?” doubted Margaret. “This can’t all be a coincidence. 
Someone wants all of us to participate in this Rebirth.” 

“But where do the Bauers come in?” Harold wondered. 

“The Bauers were one of your family’s clients during the War,” Margaret 
noted. “But that’s not all: a crooked FBI agent named Delmar Scott Richardson 
acted as a liaison between both families.” 

“Delmar Scott Richardson,” Harold muttered, “Could he be—>” 

Margaret interjected, “My great-great-grandfather? Yeah, that’s him.” 

For a minute, Harold’s mind went blank. “It can’t be...” 

“Believe whatever you want, but it’s the truth,’ Margaret told him. “The 
Bauers, the Lovers and my family are old wartime associates of yours. We helped 
the Nazis and went into hiding when they lost the War. Now, seventy years after 
Operation Barbatossa—the invasion of the Soviet Union, everyone’s scrambling to 
have a reunion of sorts.” 

“To what end, Margaret?” Harold pondered. 

“Tt’s difficult to say at the moment,” Margaret replied. “Let’s pray that it’s just 
an innocent reunion to do something good and nothing sinister.” Margaret got out 
of her chair. “Stay safe and keep looking over your shoulder, Harold.” 

Harold asked, “Mind if I escort you home?” 

“Feeling paranoid?” Margaret chuckled. “I figured you’d say that.” 

2 KK 
(Several minutes later) 

Margaret entered her house, announcing, “I’m back!” No response came. 

What's with the silence, is everyone still asleep? She thought. 
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Locking the door, Margaret went up a flight of stairs. In the upstairs hallway, 
she heard a creaking sound. The door of her sister’s room was being opened. 
“Jennifer, Percival, James,” she called out in a soft voice, “Is anyone homer” 

From her bedroom, Jennifer emerged in the hallway. She bore a similar 
resemblance to her sister, except her hair was strawberry blonde and wore 
contacts. “Margaret,” Jennifer retorted, arms crossed, “Where have you been?” 

“Sorry Jen,” Margaret apologized. “Sorry if I didn’t come home yesterday. 
Something happened, and I got carried away.” 

Jennifer was unamused. “Is that supposed to be your excuse?” 

“Trust me, Jen, it isn’t,’ Margaret insisted. “By the way, I know Grandpa 
Marty’s at work, but where are James and Percival? Did they run off somewhere?” 

“James and Percival are looking for you,” Jennifer replied. “They’re asking 
the other kids if they saw you.” 

“Well, tell them that I’m back at the house,” Margaret said. She walked away 
from her sister. “?’m going to my room.” 

Jennifer said, “Hey, ?m planning to cook breakfast for the four of us. Do 
you want anything?” 

“Pm not hungry,” Margaret answered, closing the door behind het. 

Pressing her back against the door, Margaret sighed. In her bedroom, her 
sanctuary, she found herself at peace. The silence was later broken by her 
smartphone notifying her of a new text message. She took a seat at her desk and 
checked her text messages. 

A text from Hannelore appeared in her inbox. “Margaret,” the text ran, 
“Have you located Halfrida?”’ 

In response, Margaret typed, “No, but I found her brother.” 

“Harold? Can we trust him?” 

“Yes, we can trust him. He knows them.” 

“By them, you don’t mean...?” 

“Yes, the Lovers.” 

“So I was looking for the wrong person then.” 

“T wouldn’t say that, Hannelore.” 

A brief pause ensued. Margaret waited for Hannelore to send her next text. 

“Then I want you to collaborate with Harold.” Another text followed. “T will 
make arrangements for us to meet in the future.” 

“Where and when should we meet?” 

“We meet in Philadelphia, sometime in late December.” 

“Looking forward to seeing you there.” 

Setting her phone down on her desk, Margaret grabbed a pen and wrote a 
reminder on a calendar pinned to a corkboard. “Meetup in December,” she wrote. 

Then without warning, someone banged on Margaret’s door, startling her. “Is 
that you, Jennifer?’ Margaret hollered. 

“No, it’s Percival,’ declared Percival. 

James, Margaret’s other brother, overheard her. “Thank God she’s still alive.” 

“Could you open the door?” asked Percival. “We need to talk.” 
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Margaret opened it. In the hallway, she saw her brothers. Both boys shared 
her platinum blonde hair, blue eyes, height, and porcelain complexion. 

Percival, the athletic and assertive of the two, addressed Margaret. “Where 
the hell were you, Margaret?! You almost gave Grandpa Marty a heart attack!” 

“Pm sorty, but I was doing something that will benefit us,” Margaret said. 

“Yeah,” James wondered, arms crossed, “And what is that?” 

“Before I explain, tell Jennifer to come to my room,” Margaret requested. 
“Tt’s important that the four of us are on the same page.” 

Percival nodded. “Come on, James, let’s go find Jen.” 

The brothers returned to the doorway with their other sister. “What’s the 
meaning of this, Margaret?” Jennifer asked. 

“Come inside,” Margaret motioned, “I have something important to say.” 

Percival, James and Jennifer went inside their sister’s room. With their 
attention on her, Margaret informed them about Harold and the Lovers. As she 
expected, all of them expressed feelings of shock, disbelief and bemusement. 

“That’s what you were doing?!” James exclaimed. “For a second, Percival and 
I feared you were selling yourself somewhere!” 

Angered, Percival smacked James. “Did you have to say that?” 

“Ow,” James cried, “What was that forr” 

“To teach you some damn manners,” said Percival. 

Jennifer asked her sister, “So what convinced you to work with them?” 

“They might help us uncover who killed our parents,’ Margaret elaborated. 
“If I continue, I’m sure they'll consider my offer.” 

“And you ate willing to trust?” Percival wondered. 

Margaret nodded. “I am convinced that they will help us,” she added. “Aren’t 
you guys willing to help me and my new friends?” 

But her siblings declined. “Margaret,” Percival voiced, “The three of us have 
better things to do than listening to tall tales and false promises. If something 
happens, that’s your problem.” He, Jennifer and James left their sister’s room. 

“Why, what did I do to deserve this treatment?” Margaret cried. She slammed 
the door shut. She later went to her bed and began sobbing on the pillow. 

2K 
(Five days later) 

At 3AM, Margaret’s iPhone began tinging, the noise awakening her. 
Unwilling to get out of bed, she stretched her arm, pulling it from the nightstand 
beside her bed. The faint glow from the phone’s screen brightened her face. Why zs 
Harold calling me at this hour? She thought. 

She answered the phone. “Why are you calling me so late?” 

“Listen, there’s something you need to know.” 

“What is it then?” Margaret asked. 

“Two things,” Harold replied. “Earlier in the night, I just got a call from my 
Onkel. He has agreed to our offer to partake in the Conservationists’ activities.” 

“T wonder what convinced him to make that decision,” Margaret commented. 

“As for the other reason I called,” Harold continued, “It’s about the Lovers.” 
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“Does it also involve us?” 

“Pretty much,” said Harold. “A few minutes from now, the Lovers are going 
to call you on your iPhone. Make sure to answer it—don’t let them wait.” 

“Thanks for the heads up.” 

“But that’s not all,” added Harold. “Whatever happens, do not mention our 
names over the phone. Always refer to ‘WS’ as ‘Sleipnir’ and ‘IE’ as ‘Brinnhilde.”” 

“What should I refer to you as?” 

“Wise Man,” Harold answered. “When we’re on the phone with you, we'll 
refer to you as “Godmother.” 

“Got it,” Margaret said. “So why can’t we talk to them like normal people?” 

“As far as I can tell, somebody’s monitoring the Lovers,” Harold replied. 
“They ate going as far as jamming my satphone’s signal. That’s why they’re 
planning to contact you on this occasion.” 

“Who could be monitoring them?” she pondered. “Is it the government or 
some intelligence agency, like the CIA or the Mossad?” 

“That, I have no clue,” Harold said. “Just be careful while speaking to us overt 
the phone, okay?” 

“Pll keep in mind.” Margaret’s phone picked up an incoming call. The caller 
ID failed to identify the caller’s phone number. “See you later.” 

“Take care, Godmother.” Harold hung up. 

Margaret answered the other call. “Hello, who is this?” 

From the other end, she heard Walther’s voice. “Godmother, this is Sleipnir,” 
he announced. “I assume Wise Man has informed you about us, ja?” 

“He has,” Margaret responded. “Is there something you need to tell me?” 

“Ja, Brunnhilde left something on your desk.” A few gunshots rang out in the 
background. “And don’t mind us: we’re taking care of the trash.” 

Several more gunshots followed. “Yeah, I’m not even going to ask what’s 
going on your end,” Margaret commented. 

“Don’t bother,’ Walther stressed. “Just log onto your computer and read 
what Briinnhilde gave you. Be sure to send a copy to Wise Man. Can you do that?” 

“Okay, Dll do that as soon as I hang up.” Margaret turned on the lamp on her 
nightstand. “See you around, Sleipnir.” 

“Auf wiedersehen,’ Walther said before hanging up. 

Margaret got out of bed and took a seat at her desk. She turned her laptop 
on. While it booted, her eyes spotted a removable flash drive lying next to her 
laptop’s mouse. She picked it up. This must be what Walther was talking about. 

She inserted the flash drive into a vacant USB drive. Once inside, she 
examined its contents. The flash drive contained two large .PDF files, labelled 
‘thePlaidDream.pdf and SuburbanWoes.pdf. 

Curious, Margaret clicked on thePlaidDream.pdf with her mouse, opening it. 
The file consisted of hundreds of pages describing and arguing for an innovative 
school system. Judging by the text, Margaret realized that this was the Rheingold, 
translated into English. 
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The other file garnered as much interest from Margaret. She opened it and 
read the first few pages. 

“Greetings,” it read, “You have been contacted by us because you can be 
trusted. We have identified you as an ally in the struggle to help American Catholic 
Education overcome its current ills. Thanks to Sleipnir and Briinnhilde, we 
recovered the R/engo/d and the road to ushering the ‘Rebirth of American Catholic 
Education’ is now open.” 

“To outsiders, the Rherngo/d’s exact nature is ill-defined and misunderstood. 
As our ally, it is imperative that you know our plans for the Rheingold. Doing so 
will take you into a secret world existing alongside and within the one you know.” 

Intrigued, Margaret continued reading. “Do you believe that a parallel 
civilization exists within every school system in the United States and various 
countries?” The document asked. 

Margaret expressed skepticism. “Is that a real thing?” 

“Regardless of your answer, this civilization does exzst,” it asserted. “It exists 
in absolute secrecy, accessible to students aware of it. A school system’s ‘Secret 
School Economy’, or SSE, acts as its conduit to that civilization.” 

“In an SSE, one can buy, sell and trade in various commodities and services. 
Opportunities are endless,” it continued. “Every school houses a local market 
connected to a school system’s SSE and its counterparts. The same applies for the 
‘American Catholic School System’, the Catholic schools of the United States.” 

“Before we can use the Rheingold, we first need entry into the SSE of the 
ACSS,” it stressed. “The Rebirth cannot happen if the SSE is not affected. 
Therefore, we are asking you to help us gain access. The greater the accessibility, 
the sooner we can initiate the Rebirth.” 

“But how ate we supposed to access the SSE?” Margaret asked herself. 

She continued reading. “If you are a Catholic school student, getting in 
should be easy. Ask people at your school where you can find the ‘Ryanites.’ 
Learning special hangout spots at your school may also help.” 

“Ryanites,” Margaret noted, “I should keep that in mind.” 

After reading the document, Margaret called Harold. “Hey Godmother,” he 
spoke, “What’s up?” 

“Ever heard of the Ryanite SSE?” Margaret asked in an incredulous voice. 

“T do,” Harold answered. “I happen to be associated with it. Is that what the 
Lovers wanted us to do next?” 

“Yes Wise Man,” said Margaret, “But school doesn’t begin until late August.” 

“Then in the meantime,’ Harold advised, “Let’s start reading the Rheingold. 
Bring me a printed copy the next time we meet.” 

“Got it,” Margaret noted. “Tll make sure, once I see you later today.” 
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Chapter Three: First Day At Bishop Dowell 


(Godmother; August 31° 2011) 


“The greatest joy in a Catholic’s life is made in the company of family and friends.” 
-Halfrida Brotzman, Quoted From Her Speech 


awakened Margaret, pulling herself back to her unpleasant reality. “Yes,” 

Margaret grumbled, “’m awake. Stop knocking on the door!” She covered 
her head with a pillow, hoping to drown out the noise. 

The door opened, and Jennifer prowled into her room. “Margaret,” she 
spoke to her sister in a soft voice, “You still sleeping?” 

“T ain’t.” Margaret removed the pillow from her face. “What’s going on?” 

“It’s that time you and Harold have been waiting for,’ Jennifer told her. 
“Today’s the day we all become freshmen at Bishop Dowell High School.” 

“Our first day of school is today?” Margaret grumbled. “It can’t be; how did 
our summer break end?” Before her sister could answer, she interjected, “No, 
don’t bother answering, Jen.” 

“Are you going to get up?” Jennifer asked. “You can’t stay in bed forever.” 

“T will’ Margaret dragged herself out of bed. She grabbed a hairbrush from 
her desk and hobbled over to a wall-mounted mirror next to her sister. While 
straightening her platinum blonde tresses, she raved to herself. 

Her sister’s sudden behavior boggled Jennifer. “Are you still talking to me?” 

“No, I thought we established that.” 

“You don’t need to give me that attitude.” 

“Sorry about that.” Margaret yawned and stretched. “Has Grandpa Marty 
gone to work? Did our brothers leave for school?” 

“Grandpa Marty left over an hour ago,” Jennifer replied. “James and Percival 
made us breakfast before heading off to school.” 

“Jen, ’m going to change, so I’ll meet you downstairs.” 

Her sister strolled away from her sister. Margaret set the hairbrush down on 
the nightstand and grabbed her glasses and a sky-blue ribbon resting beside it. 
With the ribbon, she braided her hair back. 

Without warning, Margaret’s iPhone started ringing. “Yep, this is 
Godmother,” she grumbled into the phone, “Who am I speaking to?” 

“Tt’s 6:45AM, and you’re still tired?” Walther’s voiced intoned. 

“Oh, it’s you,” grumbled Margaret. “What do you want this time?” 

“Listen,” Walther told her, “The Wise Man’s waiting for you outside.” 

Margaret hanged up. Tossing her phone at her bed, she went to her closet. 

In the closet, Margaret searched for her school uniform. “Let’s see: white 
blouse, light-gray sweater, dark-gray tie, khaki skirt, white knee socks and a pair of 
polished oxfords.” 

Donning them, Margaret looked at herself in the mirror, checking if her skirt 
was too short. “Yes,” she said with glee, “It’s about right: an inch above the knee!” 
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Once dressed, Margaret left her room and went downstairs to the kitchen. At 
the breakfast table, she saw Jennifer shoveling a tasty Italian omelet into a plastic 
tub with a spatula. Jennifer sealed the tub with a lid and handed it to her sister. 

Margaret stuffed the tub into her backpack. “Did you get a fork and a paper 
towel?” Jennifer asked. 

“T did. By the way, is Harold waiting outside?” 

“Yeah,” Jennifer mentioned. “I told him to wait for you.” 

“Thanks Jen.” Margaret straddled her backpack and purse. “Let’s get going.” 

The two sisters left their house. On the patio, they found Harold, dressed in 
his school uniform. He was sitting on the steps of their porch, bored. “Kept me 
waiting, huh?” Harold commented, pulling his backpack off the ground. 

“Good morning, Harold,” Margaret greeted. 

“Good morning, Margaret,” Harold responded. “Shall we get going?” 

Margaret nodded. Her sister, on the other hand, told her, “Could you two go 
on ahead? I think I forgot something.” 

“Sure,” Harold answered. 

“Lead the way, Harold,’ Margaret motioned. 

Harold and Margaret crossed the street and traveled to school along a 
concrete sidewalk. The sun rose, extinguishing the darkness that enveloped the 
land. As they walked together, they chatted. “Walther said that you were waiting 
for me,” Margaret mentioned. “What’s up?” 

“Remember what we said two months agor” asked Harold. “You know, how 
the Lovers want us to make contact the Ryanite Secret School Economy?” 

“Sort of,” Margaret said, struggling to remember. 

“Apart from making names for ourselves among the Conservationists, this is 
what we’ve been waiting for,” he added. “Don’t you remember, Margaret?” 

“T think I do,” retorted Margaret. “Speaking of which, what is a ‘Ryaniter”’ 

“That’s just a slang word for American Catholic school student,” Harold 
explained. “It an old word that someone invented long ago. For us, that’s the word 
we use when we want to enter the SSEs.” 

“Still, you always make everything sound easy,” commented Margaret. 
“Between finding a long-lost book, your Onkel’s connections, and your foot on 
the door of a hidden civilization, it’s too coincidental.” 

“Why can’t it be coincidence, Margaret?” said Harold. “My life is full of 
coincidences. Besides, we still need to pull off that Rebirth.” 

“Now that a new school year is upon us,”’ Margaret entreated, ““What’s next?” 

“According to the Lovers, ‘our first day at Bishop Dowell should be a 
cakewalk,’ Harold summarized. “First, enter the Ryanite SSE from our school’s 
local market. Next, gather as much as we can in regards to the state of the SSE.” 

“Why gather info on the Ryanite SSE’s current state?” 

Harold elaborated, “As you know, the Rebirth cannot occur if a wild card like 
the Ryanite SSE remains a factor. Besides, unlike other SSEs, ours is experiencing 
some kind of information blackout.” 
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They stopped at the intersection separating their neighborhood and the 
school itself. A few cars drove across the road in front of them, turning right to 
enter the school’s parking lot. “What’s with the blackout?” Margaret asked, 
looking at both sides of the streets. 

Harold crossed the street with Margaret. “Only one way to find out,” he said. 

Margaret grew curious. “You sound like we’re sharing the same homeroom.” 

“That’s because we are,” Harold stated, “Along with your siblings. We even 
have the same classes; again, it’s another coincidence.” 

Margaret and Harold traveled through the school parking lot, just as parents 
were dropping off their children. At the entrance, Margaret remembered her 
schedule. “So, wait, we’re sharing study hall and lunch on fourth and fifth periods, 
respectively?” 

“Pretty much,” Harold said as they entered the school building. “I’d say we 
explore during fourth and fifth periods, you with me?” 

“Of course,” Margaret answered. 

From the atrium beyond the main entrance, Harold and Margaret turned left, 
towards the math and social studies wings. They went into a long hallway and 
disappeared among their fellow classmates of all grades. 

KK 
(Three hours later) 

School bells rang throughout Bishop Dowell, summoning over a thousand 
teenagers to its large, spacious halls. Columns of students navigated through 
crowded corridors on the way to their next class. A few went to their lockers, 
picking up school supplies or chatting with friends. Within minutes, the bells rang 
again, signaling the beginning of fourth period. Soon, silence returned to the 
hallways and corridors. 

At a vacant classroom in the math wing, on the west side of the building, the 
door opened. Harold returned to the hallway, his knapsack strapped to his back. 
Margaret followed him, her purse slung around her shoulders. 

“It’s already study hall, Harold,’ Margaret whispered. “Do you know where 
and how we’re supposed to access the Ryanite SSE?” 

Harold informed her, “At Bishop Dowell, there are two hangout spots: the 
library and the senior lounge.” He gestured his hand at the end of the hallway 
ahead of them. “The library is on the other side of the building, just past the 
atrium.” He pointed his finger upward. “And the senior lounge is on the third 
floor, where the senior lockers are at.” 

“Should we split up?” Margaret suggested. 

“Yes,” said Harold. “Tll take the library; you take the senior lounge.” 

“Fair enough,” Margaret agreed. 

While Harold walked down the hallway ahead of her, Margaret veered left. 
She followed the corridor until it ended at an emergency exit overlooking the 
sports fields behind the building. Looking to her right, she spotted a staircase, the 
doors left wide open. She climbed the stairs, took it to the third floor. 
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On the third floor, Margaret opened a door and entered a hallway. She turned 
right and proceeded across the hall, glancing at the signs on the closed doors. 
Towards the eastern end, the door of the senior lounge appeared on her right. She 
stopped at the foot of the floor. After looking over both shoulders, Margaret 
knocked on the door three times. 

A muffled female voice called out, “Um, who’s this?” 

“My name is Margaret Diana Richardson.” Margaret announced. 

“Never heard of you,” the voice said. “Are you a senior?” 

“No, Pm a freshman.” 

“Sorry, freshmen aren’t supposed to be inside the senior lounge.” 

“But I am a Ryanite, just like you,” Margaret implored. “Is this how Ryanites 
ate supposed to treat one another?” 

“That name..., so you must be one of our customers?” 

“Why yes, I am interested in some merchandise,” said Margaret. “Do you 
mind if I come inside?” 

“Well, you’re not a teacher or an informant, so I can’t see why not.” The girl 
unlocked the door and opened it. “Please come inside.” 

Margaret stepped into the senior lounge. The female bouncer closed the door 
behind Margaret, locking it. 

An extraordinary and surreal sight greeted Margaret, rendering her 
speechless. Students from all grades browsed through various wares adorning 
several tables. Each table had an upperclassman overseeing all the transactions. 
Everyone haggled over prices and bartered with cash and baubles like buyers and 
merchants at an Arabian bazaar. 

“Welcome, welcome to the Secret School Economy of the American Catholic 
School System,” the bouncer announced to Margaret. 

“Ts that so?” Margaret smirked. “And here I was, thinking it wasn’t real.” 

“That’s what every student, teacher and parent wants you to believe,” she 
chuckled. “But our craft as Jackbooters is alive and well.” 

The scenery and the bouncer’s words confused Margaret. “I’m sorry; I don’t 
know what a Jackbooter is.” 

“It’s a play on the word ‘bootlegger,”’ she explained. “A catch-all term we 
Ryanites and others use to describe the merchants here.” 

“T see, so what makes the SSE so special?” 

“Here, you'll find commodities and services you won't find anyone else!’ The 
bouncer encouraged Margaret, “Feel free to shop around.” 

Margaret nodded. She walked around the room, window-shopping. As she 
passed by the tables, the Jackbooters solicited their wares. 

“Could I interest you in some caviar from Russia?” one Jackbooter solicited. 

“Looking for some entertainment?” another hollered. “I got what you need.” 

But on the other side of the lounge, at a window overlooking a courtyard, a 
boy ran a private newsstand. He delivered a short speech to his peers, his rhetoric 
garnering their sympathies. Curious, Margaret joined the crowd. 
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“My fellow Ryanites, as young Catholics, we stand at a crossroads,” he 
exhorted. “American Catholic Education is rotting from within. Militant heretics 
are now on the march to subvert our Catholic Identity and destroy America. Our 
bishops are outnumbered, overstretched, and overwhelmed.” 

“And now the Underground and their homeschooling imperialist dogs are 
exploiting our SSE!” someone declared. “Since when did they offer us fair trade?” 

One girl blurted, “Not once since 2005.” 

Another howled, “Treacherous swine do not deserve our talents!” 

“But the Underground is not the only problem facing us,” the propagandist 
addressed. “We face shrinking numbers of faithful youth, a bastardized Catholic 
identity, aging infrastructure, rampant sinfulness, and a mediocre SSE. Who in this 
land wants to attend such schools?” 

The crowd booed in unison. “The present is pathetic, the future bleak, but I 
assure you that our glorious past can reinvigorate us!” he continued. “Together, we 
will create a Greater Catholic Education for ourselves and for all posterity!” 

Everyone except Margaret clapped in applause. The propagandist continued, 
“For those interested in the latest, grab your copy of Catholic School Observer today!” 

The crowd took their copies of Catholic School Observer from the newsstand 
before dispersing. Margaret grabbed hers and approached the propagandist. “Your 
rhetoric,” she commented, “You sound like a radical.” 

The propagandist scoffed at Margaret. “In every Catholic high school, my 
rhetoric is the norm, and shouldn’t it be so? All the while, we have to deal with 
these non-Catholics and heretics subverting our schools. They improve nothing, 
give nothing in return, and are a massive headache for the bishops.” 

“How are these ‘Ryanites’ a problem?” asked Margaret. 

“Don’t get me wrong,” he added, “Not all non-Catholics are bad people. 
However, some are just here to exploit us, use our schools as stepping-stones. In 
short, every day is Weimar 2.0 for the American Catholic School System.” 

“Don’t you remember what came after Weimar 1.0?” Margaret questioned. 

“Of course, I am not saying that we need Hitler 2.0 or Nazi Germany 2.0,” 
he acknowledged. “Weimar was the best analogy I can think of for my social 
commentary. What we need is someone who can get our peers to trust in God and 
be willing to grow in holiness. Let’s hate the sin and love the sinner. That, my 
friend, is the gist of my rhetoric.” 

“True, but your rhetoric needs to sound less inflammatory,” Margaret 
commented. “Speaking of which, I know someone that you and the others might 
be interested in. You don’t mind if I bring him here afterschool?” 

“T believe the Jackbooters here can sponsor those arrangements,” said the 
propagandist. “Stop by once classes end, later today, alright?” 

“Pll keep that in mind,” Margaret replied. 


2K 


(One hour later) 
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Fifth period began with the chimes of sound bells. Throughout the school 
building, noisy chatter filled the hallways as students proceeded to their next class. 
Meanwhile, others rushed to the cafeteria. 

Back in the study hall classroom, Margaret sat alone, looking over her school 
notes. At the front of the room, the study hall proctor erased some writing on the 
marker board. After finishing, he spoke to her. “Are you not hungry?” 

“T am sit,” she replied, putting her notes away in her purse. “It’s just that I 
haven’t seen Harold since the beginning of last period.” 

“He could be at the cafeteria with the rest of the freshmen, 
commented. “Why not look for him there?” 

“Perhaps I should.” The school bells rang again. In a hurry, Margaret waved 
goodbyes at the teacher and left the room. Outside, an empty hallway greeted her. 

At the same time, her phone received a text from Hannelore. “Make sure to 
keep Harold and the Lovers updated about our meetup in December,” it read. 

Right, we can’t forget about that, Margaret thought. She put her phone away and 
scutried to the cafeteria. 

Adjacent to the southern side of the school’s courtyard, the cafeteria was L- 
shaped. From a nearby hallway, Margaret entered from the panhandle. Inside, she 
found hundreds of students seated at the tables. They chatted with friends and 
classmates as they ate their meals. Up ahead, a busy cafeteria staff manned the 
lunch stand, serving a long line of hungry students. 

Margaret walked past the line. Neither Harold nor her siblings were among 
the other students. Additional tables, some of them unoccupied, appeared on her 
right. At one of the tables, she saw Father Leonard eating his lunch, alone. 

She approached him. “Good afternoon, Father. You don’t mind if we talk?” 

The Augustinian wiped his mouth with a napkin. “Very well,” he answered. 

Margaret pulled up a chair from another table. “Have you seen Harold or my 
siblings? We’re supposed to have lunch together.” 

Father Leonard shook his head. “Sorry, I have not seen him or your siblings 
earlier today,” he spoke in a formal tone. “I just got out of a meeting with the 
ptincipal over tomorrow’s Mass. Why did you ask?” 

“Tt’s just that I find it weird that he would disappear all of a sudden,” she told 
him, her tone anxious. 

“You do not have to worry,” he assured her, “I am sure my nephew is 
running a little late.” 

From a door to her right, Margaret spotted her brothers entering the 
cafeteria. They took seats around the table. James informed her, “Margaret, 
Percival and I came back from the nurse’s office. We wanted to let you know that 
Harold is going home for the day.” 

The sudden news concerned Father Leonard. “Is my nephew alright, he’s not 
hurt or anything?” 

“No Father, he isn’t,”’ Percival added. 

Father Leonard asked the boys, “What happened to Harold?” 
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“Sometime before lunch, James and I went to the bathroom by the 
auditorium,” Percival reported. “We got back from the gymnasium after making 
plans to join the cross country team.” 

Percival continued, “In the bathroom, we heard Harold vomiting in one of 
the stalls. He didn’t sound too well, so we decided to check up on him.” 

“Margaret, Harold literally left the door open as he vomited,” James added. 

“As soon as I left the bathroom, Jennifer was outside, waiting,” Percival 
mentioned. “I told her about Harold, and we took him to the nurse’s office.” 

“Ts Jen with Harold?” Margaret wondered. 

“Yep,” James stated. 

The Augustinian commended Margaret’s brothers. “I am grateful that you 
boys were able to help him like Good Samaritans. James, Percival, does the nurse 
want me to drive him home?” 

“No Father,” James told him, “Harold called his ‘Opa’, told him that he was 
sick and needed to leave the school.” 

“And last I heard,” added Percival, “He’s on his way here.” 

“Stablsebastian...” Father Leonard muttered under his throat. 

“What was thatr” James wondered. 

“Sorry kids, I need to see my nephew.” The priest left the table. Before 
leaving the cafeteria, he later added, “Again, thank you so much for helping him.” 
The siblings watched Father Leonard exit the cafeteria, calm and restless. 

After the priest’s departure, Percival asked Margaret, “Where were you while 
this was happening?” 

Margaret confided to her brothers. “Harold and I were trying to get in touch 
with the SSE. Too bad that arranged gathering at the senior lounge after school 
was all for nothing.” 

“Looks like you and Harold are going places,” smirked James. “First, you 
guys met, then you became established figures among the Conservationists. And 
now you and Harold are partaking in the Secret School Economy.” 

“T bet you guys feel like you’re on the top of the world, right?” said Percival. 

Margaret retorted, “It’s nothing like that. Truth is—” 

The school bells rang, signaling the end of fifth period. The other students 
began to disperse from the cafeteria in droves. At the same time, another wave of 
hungry students arrived. 

“That’s our que,” noted Margaret. “I can’t wait for Religion class!” In an 
enthusiastic fashion, she exited the cafeteria. 

“Wait, hold on,” James called out, “Weren’t you going to saying something?” 

“Forget it, James!’ Margaret responded. 

2K KK 
(Several hours later) 

Later, in the odd hours of the night, Margaret studied at her personal desk. 
Her bedroom was silent, allowing her to concentrate. But that silence did not last. 
She heard a knock on her door. “Come in,” she called out. 
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The door opened, and Percival entered her bedroom with a small book and 
flag in hand. “Percival,” Margaret pondered, “You're still awake at this hour?” 

Percival nodded. “There’s something you should know,” he said. 

“What is it?’ Margaret asked, putting her pen down, eying her brother. 

“You know how Harold was supposedly sent home earlier today?” addressed 
Percival. “Looks like he wasn’t, because the Ryanites at the senior lounge heard an 
inspiring speech from him.” He handed her the book and the flag. 

With the two items on her desk, Margaret examined them. The book was a 
copy of the Rheingold, reprinted in English. The flag, modelled after Scandinavian 
flags, displayed a green cross inside a white one over a blue backdrop. “Where did 
you get these?” Margaret wondered. 

“Jen received them from a friend who attended Harold’s afterschool rally in 
the senior lounge,” explained Percival. “Apparently, the book is entitled, The 
Republic Program, and that the flag represents it.” 

“But I thought Harold went home for the day,” commented Margaret. 

“That what I thought as well,” Percival recalled. “He wasn’t feeling well when 
James, Jennifer and I last saw him. His sudden return to school is odd.” 

Margaret reached for her iPhone. “I’m going try and contact Harold,” she 
informed her brother. “Could you step out for just a minute or twor” 

“Wait, before you do,” Percival stressed, “I have more to say.” 

“You do,” pondered Margaret, “What else did you learn?” 

Percival reported, “After that speech, the Catholic Archdiocese of 
Philadelphia announced the closure of fifty primary schools and five secondary 
schools. Rumors are spreading that a massive student movement is beginning to 
mobilize and protest the closings.” 

“The Archdiocese of Philadelphia,’ muttered Margaret, “Why am I not 
surprised, Percival?” 

“You know something about that Archdiocese?” Percival wondered. 

Margaret nodded. “Among the Ryanites, support for the Conservationists is 
at its strongest there. The head of the Archdiocese, His Eminence, Johannes 
Cardinal Wolk, is a fervent advocate of the Conservationists.” 

“Do you think something is going to happen in a few months?” 

“Even at this point, it’s difficult to say much on anything.” 

“Anyway, go ahead and call Harold,’ Percival said. “I’m going to bed.” 

“Good night, Percival,” Margaret spoke, dialing Harold’s number. 

Harold’s voice, tired and exhausted, groused through Margaret’s speaker 
phone. “It’s almost 10PM...” 

“Did you feint a sickness to skip afternoon classes?” Margaret accused. 

“Huh, what are you talking about?” Harold retorted. 

“But how is that possible?” Margaret noted. “People said that you delivered a 
speech at the senior lounge after school ended.” 

“Do I sound like I am in the mood to deliver a speech?” Harold complained. 
“Pm sorry, but please call me later once I get better.” 
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The line was cut. Margaret’s suspicion grew. She decided to call the Lovers. 
“Guten Abend, Godmother,” Isolde greeted in a cheerful voice, “We gehts?” 

Margaret stated, “Listen, something happened to Wise Man earlier today.” 

“We know,” Isolde told her. “Sleipnir and I are working to solve the matter.” 

“Care to share what happened?” 

“Somebody tried to poison Wise Man with a laced snack,” said Isolde. “But 
instead of using poison to kill him, they used some medication that induced 
vomiting. For now, we are treating it as an attempted assassination.” 

“Who would want to assassinate Wise Man?” 

“That’s the question Sleipnir and I trying to solve, Godmother,” Isolde 
mentioned. “Now, do you have anything better to say?” 

“Did someone impersonate Wise Man and deliver an afterschool speech at 
Bishop Dowell?” 

“Ja, it was his sister, Renate.” 

Renate, is that supposed to be the callsign for Halfnda? Margaret wondered. “Hold 
on, youre saying that his sister came all the way from Argentina just to crossdress 
as her brother? Is that even possible?” 

“Naturlich, it is possible,” asserted Isolde. “We have the technology to take 
Renate from the family estate to Bishop Dowell and back before dinnertime.” 

“And she managed to outsmart everyone into thinking she was a boy?” 

“Godmother, why are you wasting me and Sleipnit’s time?” complained 
Isolde. “Don’t you have homework that you could be doing?” 

Before Margaret could respond, the line was cut. “I shouldn’t have bothered 
asking anyone what happened,” she muttered under her throat. 
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Chapter Four: The New Wine 
(Ryanite Chorus; September 1-December 17, 2011) 


“People do not put new wine into old wineskins. Otherwise the skins burst, the wine spills out, 
and the skins are ruined. Rather, they pour new mine into fresh wineskins, and both are 


preserved.” 
-Matthew 9:17, NABRE 


His stomach grumbled in pain as the ‘medication’ continued to linger inside 
his system. Downstairs, Walther and Isolde paced back and forth around the 
living room, their backs against each other as they spoke. 

“The longer we bicker, the lower Harold’s chances of survival, Isolde.” 

“Walther, will the doctor ask why or how he was poisoned?” 

“Tf Harold dies on us, do you think his parents aren’t going to notice?” 

“But we’re illegal immigrants.” Isolde crossed her arms. “I’m sure the 
Brotzmans will throw us out of the country faster than the ICE.” 

“Fine,” Walther sighed, snapping his fingers, “We'll treat him ourselves.” 

Isolde, arms crossed, raised an eyebrow. “You mean one of those Anomalies 
you brought with us?” 

Walther nodded. “I had a feeling we were going to need one of those Adonis 
Anomalies,” he explained. “Besides, ’ve been saving one for Harold, Isolde.” 

Isolde got out of the couch. “You brought your medicine bag here?” 

“Pll show you.” Walther motioned his wife to follow him. 

They went into the kitchen. At an island table, Walther opened a leather 
rucksack. Among various contents, he pulled out a small brown pouch and took a 
clear glass cylinder. Inside the cylinder was a chalky, greenish-silver shard. 

“So that’s the Adonis Anomaly?” Isolde pondered, pointing at the shard. 

“That’s the one,” Walther confirmed. “Do you see a mortar and pestle?” 

The Lovers looked around the kitchen for a mortar and pestle. In a cupboard 
full of various seasoning and spices, Walther discovered a jade mortar and pestle. 
“Found one,” he told her. “Could you fill a pot of water and turn the stove on?” 

“Ja,” Isolde replied. She took a metal pot from a dishwasher rack and filled it 
with water from the sink. At the stove, she placed the pot over the stovetop. 

Meanwhile, Walther placed the mortar and pestle next to the rucksack and 
cylinder. He opened the cylinder and dropped the Adonis into the pestle. 
Grabbing the mortar, Walther grinded the Adonis until it was a fine powder. He 
turned to Isolde. “Is the water warm yet?” 

“It should be,” Isolde replied. 

Walther dumped the powder into the pot of warm water. From a nearby 
drawer, he grabbed a wooden spoon and stirred the pot for several minutes. 

The water in the pot mixed with the powder, creating a silvery-green liquid. A 
fruity aroma began to permeate the kitchen. “Is this smell supposed to be 
normal?” Isolde asked. 


fl laid flat on his bed, staring at his bedroom ceiling, the lights turned on. 
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“Naturlich,’ answered Walther. 

After stirring the pot for ten minutes, Walther turned off the stove. He 
scooped a small sample with the wooden spoon and sniffed it. The liquid smelled 
like a cocktail of tropical fruits. “Perfeks,’ Walther smiled in jubilation. 

“Are we done?” Isolde pondered. 

“We are,” replied Walther. 

The Lovers poured a large dose into a glass cup. With his wife carrying the 
cup, Walther went to Harold’s room. “Harold, are you still aliver” he asked him. 

“Sort of,” Harold moaned, delirious. “Everything’s in circles, Walther...Can I 
please go to the hospital now...?” 

“Not a chance,” Isolde announced, arriving to Harold’s room with the 
concoction. She dumped the liquid into Harold’s mouth. 

Hovering by the bedside, the Lovers observed the concoction’s effects. 
Within seconds, Harold’s body began to glow, the light piercing the thick blanket 
enveloping him. Harold’s heartrate and breathing increased, the concoction 
whipping his cardiovascular system into overdrive to expel the poison. 

“So, how are you feeling now?” Walther wondered. 

Harold took a deep breath. “Better,” he responded. “What did I drink?” 

“You just drank an Adonis Anomaly,” Walther informed him. 

“You gave me a what?!” Harold said in confusion. 

“Never mind, forgot what I just said,’ Walther retorted. “Harold, get some 
rest. After what I gave you, you are in no shape to be doing anything.” 

Harold said nothing. He rolled his body to the side and closed his eyes. 

Isolde whispered in Walther’s ear. “Should we get going?” 

“Ja,” Walther whispered back, “Pll explain the rest to him tomorrow night.” 

The Lovers, after nursing Harold’s health, walked away from his room. 
Walther flipped the lights off, Isolde closing the door behind them. 

2K 
(One day later) 

The Lovers returned to Harold’s bedroom. They found Harold sitting at his 
desk, doing his homework. Harold rotated his swivel chair upon hearing the door 
creak. “Thank God, you saved my life.” Harold expressed his gratitude to the 
Lovers. “How should I repay your” 

“You don’t have to,” Walther told him. “All we ask is that you continue 
working with us and Margaret.” 

“Sure thing, Walther,” Harold agreed. “Uh, might I ask what you gave me?” 

Walther informed him, “I gave you an Adonis Anomaly, which is used to 
treat illnesses such as cold, fever and even various poisons.” 

Harold scratched his head. “Where'd you find it?” 

“From the epitome of your family’s work at NPEA Rakonitz,” Walther said. 
“Did you know, in a parallel dimension, there’s an exact replica of Earth?” 

“T find that hard to believe,” Harold commented. 

“Well, that’s what everyone says, Harold,” Isolde said. “That is, until they pay 
a visit to the Otherworld.” 
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“So the ‘Otherworld’ is what this parallel Earth is called?” Harold pondered. 
The Lovers nodded. “I figured as much,” he added. “What else is there to know?” 

“The Otherworld shares a few similarities with the Earth,” described 
Walther. “Some of the continents exist and in their Real World shapes. For 
instance, our l’o/k reside in Southland, the Otherworld’s South America.” 

Harold was dumbfounded. “No way, there’s more of you people?” 

“Ja, our population is at two hundred million,” Walther told him. 

“That many people?” Harold pondered. “Is it just you guys or are there other 
people living in Southland and the other continents?” 

“There are others,” Isolde mentioned. “One example is the settlements that 
the Underground and others established in Eden, Otherworld’s North America.” 

“And it gets even better,” Walther added. “Unlike Earth, Otherworld is home 
to a valuable and exclusive natural resource: Anomalies.” 

“IT remember you giving me an Anomaly as an antidote,” Harold recalled. 
“What’s so special about them?” 

“Anomalies are objects capable of exhibiting unusual, magical properties,” 
Walther explained. “They are ‘harvested’ from Anomaly Causing Phenomena— 
ACP for short. Thousands of different ACPs are known to exist, each with their 
own unique Anomaly and effects.” 

“Are we talking stuff that can defy the Laws of Science?” Harold wondered. 

“Pretty much,” Walther answered. “A different set of Natural Laws apply for 
that other dimension. Different Laws means different physics.” 

Harold got off his chair. “I think it’s time that you and Isolde let me to visit 
this Otherworld.” 

Isolde turned to Walther. “Let’s show him,” she encouraged. 

“What about Margaret?” Walther mentioned. “And aren’t we going to let 
Harold know about his twin sister?” 

Harold overheard Walther. “Huh,” he pondered, “What about my sister?” 

“Did Halfrida not tell you?” Walther replied. “She impersonated you and 
gave a rousing speech at Bishop Dowell yesterday afternoon. It was so good that 
people bought English copies of the Rhemmgold, or The Republic Program.” 

“Well, give her my thanks once we’re done here,” Harold entreated. 

“T will let her know later,’ promised Walther. “Isolde, please ready the 
Teleport Anomaly for us.” 

Isolde nodded. She pulled the glowing rock and summoned a floating golden 
door above their heads. The door opened on its own and the three’s bodies 
dematerialized. Seconds later, the door dematerialized. 

In an exact replica of his bedroom, Harold and the Lovers rematerialized at 
their original spots. For a minute, Harold looked around this bedroom. “Is this the 
Otherworld?” he asked the Lovers. “It looks like we didn’t go anywhere.” 

Walther responded, “Harold, don’t you find anything odd about the 
brightness in this room?” He pointed at the sunlight emanating from the windows. 


40 


FAME AND HONOR 

Harold turned around and opened the window blinds with his fingers. 
Outside, a morning sun greeted him. “That’s weird,” he said in confusion, “I 
thought it was dark outside.” 

“Time works differently in the Otherworld,” explained Walther. “If it’s 
nighttime on one part of Earth, it’s daytime in the Otherworld’s version.” 

“Again, it’s one of many oddities associated with this realm,” commented 
Isolde. “It takes time getting used to it, Harold.” 

Harold looked away from the window. “Man, a parallel dimension like this is 
awesome!” he exclaimed. “Where can we find the ACPs and those Anomalies?” 

“We'll have plenty of time for that later,’ Walther said. “For now, we need to 
show you things, Harold.” 

“Where are we going?” Harold asked. 

“A conference boardroom in Other-Philadelphia, this world’s version of that 
city,” Isolde replied. “We can walk or drive a car there, but why do that when we 
can use a Teleportation Transponder?” 

“Teleportation Transponder,” Harold pondered, “Is that the primary means 
of getting around here?” 

“Ja, but you can only go from destination A to B,” Isolde said. “Harold, 
please follow me and my husband.” 

“Lead the way,” Harold motioned. 

Harold followed the Lovers out of the room. They traveled downstairs to the 
living room, where a peculiar device laid flat on a coffee table. Three feet in 
diameter, the device had a bulky, rectangular shape. Standing behind the Lovers, 
Harold watched them approach the device. 

Isolde inserted her Teleport Anomaly in a small slot on the front end of the 
device. Soon, the upper half of the Teleportation Transponder began counter- 
rotating at a high velocity. A silver door materialized, hovering a few feet above 
the Teleportation Transponder. 

“Does that door lead to the boardroom, Isolde?”’ Harold wondered. 

“See for you yourself,” encouraged Isolde. 

Harold strutted towards the device. He scaled the coffee table and placed his 
hand on the silver door. In an instant, the door opened, sucking his whole body 
into a bluish vortex. Harold screamed in hysteria as he flew like a ragdoll. The 
Lovers, following Harold, wrapped his arms around their necks. 

Beyond the vortex, Harold and the Lovers landed feet-first in a well- 
furnished boardroom. A long mahogany table and several comfy chairs stood in 
the center of the room. An LCD television set hanged on the wall ahead of them. 
On that side of the room, another Teleportation Transponder stayed active, a 
silver door floating above it. 

The lack of lighting made the room difficult to see. The Lovers opened the 
blinds on the windows behind them. Sunlight brightened the room. 

Curious, Harold asked the Lovers, “Is this where we’re meeting Hannelore in 
three months?” 
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“Ja, but it’s the one in the Real World, Harold,” Walther corrected him. 
“From there, she’ll take us to a special place beneath Philadelphia.” 

“And we return to the Real World through the Teleport Anomaly?” 

“Korrekt, the Teleport Anomaly can be retrieved from the Teleportation 
Transponder in this room.” 

“How is that even possible, Walther?” 

“Save that for that question later, Harold.” Walther spoke to his wife. 

As the Lovers chatted, Harold stared at the streets below. From his 
surroundings, Harold noted that he was in a high rise building in Other- 
Philadelphia. Unlike the real Philadelphia, the streets were almost devoid of life. 
Instead of pedestrians, commuters and tourists, he saw something else. 

Large platoons of men in Soviet-style fatigues and helmets patrolled the 
streets. They carried AK-74 assault rifles, Remington 870 pump-action shotguns, 
M4 carbines and PKM light machine guns. Convoys of Toyota pickup trucks with 
mounted SPG-9 recoilless rifles cruised the streets. A few small, unmanned 
models of the Soviet T-34/76 accompanied the trucks. 

The foreboding sights startled Harold. “Who are those people?” 

“The paramilitary armed forces of the Underground,” explained Walther. 
“The Underground uses them to secure the cities, suburbs and rural areas in Eden. 
Remember how I said that we’re not going to harvest Anomalies?” 

“Are they the reason, Walther?” 

“Well, if you get caught in Eden with people like us, they will shoot you.” 

The sound of several Blackhawk helicopters roared overhead. Isolde tapped 
on Walther’s shoulder. “Hear that, Walther?” 

Walther nodded. “They must be looking for one of our spies.” 

“Spies, what are you talking about?” Harold pondered. 

“Now’s not the time, Harold,” Walther told him. “We need to leave.” 

2K AK 
(Three months later) 

A rosy, redheaded girl with freckles raced down a long, dark tunnel. Her eyes, 
gray on the right and green on the left, caught glimpses of Harold, Margaret and 
the Lovers. Trailing after the girl, the four carried flashlights and suitcases in hand. 

Margaret lagged behind the others. “Slow down, Hannelore,” she panted, 
trying to catch her breath. “Not all of us are as energetic as you.” 

“Try not to fall behind, Margaret,” Hannelore told her. 

Over a mile beneath the city of Philadelphia, Harold, Margaret and Lovers 
followed Hannelore through a labyrinth of tunnels. After what seemed like almost 
an eternity had passed, Margaret panicked. The darkness in the tunnels stoked her 
personal fear of the dark. She broke down in tears. “I can’t take this anymore!” 

Isolde rolled her eyes. “Get used to it! Day and night are meaningless here!” 
Her voice bounced on the walls, echoing before dissipating. 

“Was yelling necessary?” Harold commented, covering his ears. 
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Hannelore stopped and comforted Margaret. Harold and the Lovers joined 
her. “Everything is going to be fine,” Hannelore told her. “Wonderland, our 
destination, is not far from here.” 

“But the darkness in this tunnel is too creepy,” Margaret complained. 
“Hannelore, are we lost? I feel like we’ve gone in circles!” 

“We're not lost,” Hannelore assured her. “I’ve traveled down these tunnels 
many times before to visit my vacation shack in Wonderland.” 

Harold looked at the time on his satphone. “And it’s only been three hours 
since we departed from Bishop Dowell.” 

“That’s not what I meant, Harold,” Margaret said. 

“Listen to me, Margaret,” Hannelore consoled. “Nothing is going to happen 
to you down here. As long as you’re with us, you'll do fine.” 

After minutes of encouragement from her peers, Margaret found the strength 
to conquer her fear of darkness. “Yes, I need to grow stronger,” she declared. “My 
mom and dad will roll in their graves if they saw me cowering like this!” 

“Pm sure it would be nice for us to meet your parents,” said Harold. 

“You think so, Harold?” Margaret wondered. 

“Tf it helps,’ Harold voiced, “I have a feeling your parents once explored 
these tunnels themselves.” 

Margaret tilted her head to the side. “Huh, what made you say that?” 

“Just my intuition.” Harold winked. 

Impatience festered within Walther. “Are you three done yet? Isolde and I do 
not have time to be babysitting people. We still got a Rebirth to foment.” 

“We are,” Hannelore replied. “Come on, everyone, let’s keep going.” 

The five continued their journey. Harold, Hannelore and the Lovers walked 
beside Margaret. Harold shined his flashlight at the floors, walls and ceiling of the 
tunnels. “These tunnels look ancient, like someone built them a long time ago.” 

“My family constructed some of them during Prohibition,” explained 
Hannelore. “Margaret’s family, as one of my family’s associates, traveled down 
these tunnels back then.” 

“So it wasn’t my intuition,” Harold muttered. “Hannelore, what were your 
Bavarian family doing in America before the War?” 

“Helping a Philadelphia family, the Raynersons, run a Catholic-inspired 
populist party,” said Hannelore. “Both the Raynersons and my family, before Pearl 
Harbor, wanted to prevent America from fighting Hitler.” 

Befuddled, Harold gasped. “The Raynersons are the same family that 
founded and still lead the Catholic School Underground! Were you guys plotting 
to overthrow the US government and assassinate FDR?” 

“Sort of, but those days are gone now.” Hannelore voiced disappointment. 
“Harold, even you should know that my family’s interests in 2011 are different 
from the ones in 1941.” 

Harold continued, “I understand. What happened after Prohibition?” 

“Between the sixties and seventies,” Hannelore recalled, “The Raynersons 
took control of the tunnels. With consultation from Horst Brotzman, they 
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expanded the tunnels, connecting them to a network of twenty four large caverns 
beneath twenty four Catholic high schools.” 

The enigma of Horst continued to intrigue Harold. “What year was that?” 

“Either 1969 or 1970,” Hannelore noted. “It’s during this time he 
disappeared from the public eye, coinciding with the Underground’s founding and 
the creation of the first SSE.” 

She continued, “By the eighties, this secret, deep-underground network was 
home to thousands of Jackbooters and others working on incredible projects for 
the Underground. People called this place ‘Wonderland’, in reference to the 
cutting edge work conducted here.” 

“Sounds more like a reference to Alice in Wonderland.” Harold chuckled. 
“Exactly what sort of work were they doing?” 

“It ranged from creating food like sweets and sodas, to cosmetics like 
lipstick,” recalled Hannelore. “By the nineties, with Underground gaining access to 
the Otherworld, Anomaly refineries were established. Anomalies collected from 
the Otherworld were refined here, amplifying their potency. A few caverns even 
manufactured miniature, unmanned vehicles and planes.” 

“When did they start developing these vehicles?” 

“1987,” said Hannelore. “Between then and 2005, the end of the Rosy War, 
Wonderland was an industrial hub for the Underground war effort.” 

“Rosy War was the conflict that changed the Otherworld,” Harold said. “It’s 
infamous Peace Treaty propelled the Underground into an educational 
superpower that oppressed the Ryanites and countless others.” 

“Yeah, and the Underground could never have defeated the Lovers and their 
people without Wonderland.” 

“Hannelore, is it still an industrial hub?” 

“You'll know the answer soon enough, Harold.” Hannelore pointed at a boy 
standing outside corrugated metal gate, waving. Two sentries stood on platforms 
behind the gates, bolt-action rifles slung over their shoulders. 

As the five got closer, the air around them became hot as a bathhouse sauna. 
The boy smiled at them. “Ms. Bauer,” he greeted, “Welcome back to Wonderland. 
How’s are things going with your acting career?” 

“Hello Henry.” smiled Hannelore. “Yes, my acting career is going well. Tons 
of paparazzi showed up at my estate after the last film I starred in.” 

“Wait, Hannelore is also an actress?” Harold spoke to Margaret. 

Margaret pondered, “You haven’t seen any films starring her, Harold?” 

“Now that you mentioned it, my sister has seen a few,” Harold admitted. 

Henry addressed Harold, Margaret and the Lovers. “My name is Henry 
MacDonald. I am the ‘mayor’ of Wonderland—or what’s left of it.’ Recognizing 
Harold’s face, Henry shook his hand. “You're Harold Brotzman, I presume?” 

“Yes, Iam,” said Harold. 

“T’ve heard stories about you,” mentioned Henry. “Other Ryanites say that 
you’re a shining beacon of hope in this world of darkness.” 

Margaret introduced herself. “I’m Margaret, a friend of Harold’s.” 


44 


> 


FAME AND HONOR 

“It’s nice to meet you, Margaret.” Henry eyed the Lovers. “Ah, Walther 
Schaffer and Isolde Erhardt, has America turned its back on you, just as it did with 
the Remnants living here?” 

“Nein,” Walther replied. “To be honest, Herr MacDonald, my wife and I are 
here to give hope to those destitute Remnants.” 

“Remnants,” pondered Harold, “Is that what they refer to themselves as?” 

“Yeah, that’s right.”” Hannelore whispered in his ear. “Their full name is the 
Hy-Reste — “Hitler Youth Remnants.’ Most just call them the “Remnants.” 

Henry said to Hannelore, “What brings you here so suddenly?” 

“T brought these four here, in hopes that they can strike a deal with you,” 

“Ts that so?” Henry considered the offer. “Well, let’s talk more at my place.” 

Everyone agreed. The posted sentries opened the gates, allowing them to 
enter Wonderland. 

2K 

Henry MacDonald led the five into a huge, sprawling shantytown in a wide, 
dark cavern. Along the way, the Lovers exchanged back and forth chatter with 
Hannelore and Margaret. While following the others, Harold studied his new 
surroundings. The scenery astonished him. 

A shantytown stood at the center of Wonderland. Populated by thousands of 
various ‘youths’, it mimicked urban life on the surface. Two-story shacks lined 
well-lit, makeshift streets and sidewalks. In some shacks, older teens ran 
workshops and stores. The boys built and bartered their wares there, while others 
peddled them to any passerby on the sidewalk. Small children and toddlers played 
games in the alleys, their nearby teen mothers sharing gossip with one another. 

In the town square, some of the shacks housed various venues. North of it 
was an affluent community of well-to-do Ryanites. Henry’s home, a two-story 
plywood shack, stood over a hundred yards from the square. 

With a key, Henry unlocked the door to his home. Opening the door, he 
motioned his guests to step inside a well-furnished living room with sturdy 
furniture and lighting. He led them to the kitchen. 

In makeshift kitchen, an ash blonde girl prepared a pot of stew over an 
electric hot plate. Grabbing a wooden spoon from a drawer, the girl hummed a 
church hymn as she stirred the pot. 

“Nadine, my dear, ’m home!” Henry entered the kitchen with the girls. 
Harold and Walther caught up with them soon after. 

Nadine turned around, her sky blue eyes staring into Henry’s hazels. “You 
brought guests with you.” She smiled at Harold, Margaret, the Lovers, and 
Hannelore. 

The five greeted Nadine and introduced themselves to her. A meaty aroma 
filled the kitchen. “What’s for dinner tonight?” Henry wondered. 

“Pigeon stew,” answered Nadine. 

Harold expressed disgust. “Gross,” he muttered under his throat. 

Walther nudged Harold’s back with his elbow. “Watch your manners,” he 
whispered. “There’s nothing wrong with eating pigeons.” 
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“What’s that supposed to mean?” Harold commented. 

Isolde, Hannelore and Margaret volunteered to help Nadine. “Mind if we set 
up the table?” she asked. 

Nadine nodded. “Go ahead.” She pointed at a cupboard and a working 
fridge. “Bowls are in the cupboard, soft drinks in the fridge.” 

With the kitchen table set up, everyone took seats around it. Nadine, with the 
pot and a large metal spoon, poured the stew into everyone’s bowls. Before eating, 
Nadine encouraged everyone to say grace. They prayed in unison. “Bless us, oh 
Lord, and these thy gifts for which we are about to receive, from thy bounty to 
Christ our Lord, Amen.” 

Over pigeon stew and cans of Fanta, Nadine made small talk with the guests. 
“What brings you all here to Wonderland?” 

“We came downstairs to restore Wonderland into the industrial hub it once 
was,” Harold said. “The first step in the ‘Rebirth of Catholic Education.” 

“Youre with the Conservationists?” Nadine wondered. 

Harold nodded. “Same goes for Hannelore, Margaret, Walther and Isolde.” 

“What’s your story, Nadine?” asked Margaret. 

“Pm Henry’s girlfriend and potential fiancée,” Nadine replied. “We’ve been 
close friends since kindergarten, nine years ago. After we started dating 7 grade, 
we learned about Wonderland and decided to make our names here.” 

“Your families don’t mind you two living in Wonderland?” Margaret asked. 

“Like Harold and Hannelore, we also came from rich families,’ explained 
Nadine. “Henry’s family runs MacDonald Realty, an influential real estate 
business. My family, the Bianchis, have relatives who are legal attorneys and 
financial executives. They don’t mind, because we once had investments here.” 

Margaret misunderstood Nadine and Henry’s relationship. “But you’re not 
supposed to be living together until you get married.” 

“You're right, but Nadine and I don’t live here together.” Henry winked. “I 
invited Nadine to my vacation shack, because Hannelore told me that you guys 
were planning to visit Wonderland.” 

Margaret turned to Harold. “Is he passing the buck?” she whispered. 

“You sound cynical,” Harold whispered back. “I think Henry expected our 
arrival ahead of time. Remember, it was Hannelore who brought us here.” 

“Guess I’m overthinking things.” Margaret sighed. 

“Which schools do you guys attend, Henry and Nadine?” Harold asked. 

“St. Teresa of Avila Catholic High School for Girls,” said Nadine. 

Henry added, “Archbishop Robertson High School. Both of us are freshmen 
and Jackbooters.” 

“Good to hear.” Harold smirked. “I guess my assumptions are correct. The 
Ryanite Jackbooters in this Archdiocese, whenever theyre not at school, run the 
businesses in Wonderland. But why is Wonderland on the rocks?” 

“Times have changed.” Henry sipped his can of Fanta. “Underground, our 
biggest customer, no longer relies on Ryanite industries. Instead, they rely on their 
own industrial muscle to exert their will on anyone they see as ‘morally inferior.” 
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Nadine crammed a spoonful of stew into her mouth. “And if you’re the one 
who’s going to turn this place around, everyone, including us, will support you.” 

“You guys think so?” Harold asked. 

“Believe us, Harold.” Henry slurped the stew from his bowl. “We got Ryanite 
Jackbootets looking to cash in on Anomalies and Remnants who immigrated to 
our country. They’re all war vets who fought during the Rosy War or fought in 
one of twelve recent proxy wars between Underground and Remnants.” 

“And the Remnants here find life in America difficult as illegal immigrants,” 
Nadine said. “Both American Catholics and non-Catholics don’t welcome them, 
not because they crossed the border, but because they’re freaking Nazis.” 

The Lovers were speechless. Margaret smirked as she patted Harold’s 
shoulder. “I think they are,” she whispered in his ear. 

Harold exchanged brief glances with Henry and Nadine and the Lovers. “I 
don’t know, I think the Remnants are—” 

Walther banged the table with a clenched fist. “Nez, don’t say it, Drecksau\” 

Crossing her arms, Margaret muttered, “Looks like someone got triggered.” 

Harold’s heart thumped as he turned to Walther. “What’s the matter?” 

“Oh, right.” Hannelore snapped her fingers. “‘Nazi’ is a derogatory slur 
around here.” She sipped her can. “Remnants get offended if you call them that.” 

“Are you serious, Hannelore?” Harold eyed the Lovers. “Is that true?” 

They nodded. “Out here, nobody uses that word to refer to Hitler, his 
cronies, or their ideology,” Walther replied. “They use it to refer to us.” 

Isolde sighed. “And most people accuse us of being just like them.” 

“Have you done anything that made you earn that slur?” 

The Lovers shook their heads. “We don’t want to gas the Jews or any other 
people,” Walther said. “We love our neighbors as much as we love ourselves. The 
Underground, however, is a different story.” 

“T see.” Harold returned to Henry and Nadine. “Who else lives here?” 

“Apart from Ryanites and Remnants, the ‘Dwellers,”’ Henry replied. 

“Never heard of them. Are they like the Remnants?” 

“No, they’re other youths who live down here,” Henry replied. “There’re two 
kinds: Moles and Bluebloods. Moles are orphans, child runaways and throwaways 
who sought refuge from life on the streets. Bluebloods are otherworldly, teenage- 
looking humans with Nordic features and—” 

Walther interrupted Henry, “Say no more. Just tell us how we can help.” 

“In case you don’t know, Wonderland’s caverns and tunnels used to be 
cooler and brighter than it is now,” Henry said. “The generators powering out 
cooling system died on us a few years back. Our emergency backups are on their 
last legs, and they won’t last much longer.” 

“How are we going to repair or replace the generators?” 

Henry suggested, “There’s a Catholic School Underground installation west 
of here. I know the base commander is willing to do the job—for a hefty price.” 

“No worries, Henry, I got the talents,’ Hannelore told them. “Just tell me 
how much Wonderland needs and Pll make it happen.” 
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“You can?” Harold asked her. 

She pointed herself. “My Catholic education taught this rich girl to share her 
abundant wealth with the poor. Money isn’t a problem and I got a radio at my 
vacation shack. That radio should get us in touch with the base commander.” 

“Want to give that a try, Henry?” Walther asked. 

“It’s not like Wonderland has a choice, Walther.” Henry drank the last of his 
stew. He told Hannelore, “Just let us know if he agrees to help us.” 

“Sure, and if I don’t tell you, they will.” Hannelore pointed at the Lovers. 
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Chapter Five: Catholic Education Awakes! 


(Wise Man; Dec. 23, 2011-Mar. 30, 2012) 


“The Fame and Honor of Catholic Education dates back at least four hundred years.” 
-Harold Brotzman 


observed the commotion outside. In the streets behind Hannelore’s shack, 

cheerful people sprang from their homes. Locals rejoiced as new light and 
fresh air came from the cavern’s ceiling. All over the shantytown, newly installed 
PA systems broadcasted the voice of Henry MacDonald. 

“Rejoice,” he declared, “For prosperity has returned to Wonderland. For far 
too long, the Underground has bullied us with their imperialistic ambitions. Today, 
everything will change.” 

Harold felt proud of himself in contributing to this heartfelt moment. “The 
world will change.” 

“Too true,” agreed Margaret. 

They continued listening to the broadcast. “Starting today, the factories, 
assembly plants and refineries of Wonderland will be reopened on December 
26%,” announced Henry. “The future is bright. Together, let us rebuild 
Wonderland into the place it once was!” 

“Margaret, Harold,” Isolde’s voice called out to them from downstairs. 
“Walther and I have something important to say.” In an organized fashion, Harold 
and Margaret proceeded to the living room. They sat on the couch opposite of the 
one Isolde and Walther were sitting. 

“Where’s Hannelore?” Harold asked the Lovers. 

“Bad news,” Isolde told Harold and Margaret, “Hannelore was forced to 
return Canada. Her parents have been murdered.” 

“That can’t be,” Margaret said in disbelief. “How could this happen, Isolde?” 

“Hannelore didn’t tell us much before she left, a couple hours ago,” 
mentioned Walther. “Thanks to her, some pro-Catholic school types are rallying to 
support the Conservationists. As we speak, they are organizing a pro-CSC rally in 
Northeast Philadelphia. It would be wise for us to capitalize on this event.” 

“Looks like our efforts these past several days had paid off,’ Harold 
commented. “The Ryanites are quick to support us.” 

“Well, that’s because they have people like us and Hannelore,” said Isolde. 

“And if all goes well at this rally,’ Margaret added, “This will give the CSC 
movement much needed support from young Catholics.” 

“Yes, and it comes with a catch,’ Isolde mentioned. “Although the 
Underground is slow to inform us of these things, they still make promising allies. 
Therefore, Walther and I decided that we should stay here for three more days.” 

“Three more days,” asked Harold, surprised, “Is there a reason for this?” 

Walther explained to him, “The rally is scheduled to begin on 26 December. 
Today is the 23"4, so that makes three days from now.” 
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Isolde offered a suggestion to Harold. “I recommend you practice on your 
orator skills in preparation for this event. We need you in tip-top shape by then.” 

“What are you guys implying?” pondered Margaret. 

“A window of opportunity is opening, Margaret,” explained Walther. “The 
Rebirth, our quest to make Catholic Education great again, is reaching its finest 
hour. That moment draws near, and we must continue to play ours parts.” 

“In the coming months, Walther and I will help Harold with his 
schoolwork,” proposed Isolde. “However, instead of acting as tutors, we will do 
the work for him. It’s the least we can do to help.” 

“That will give me more time to do other things,” Harold commented. 

“Ts that so? Then what else can you guys do for us?” Margaret wondered. 

Isolde offered an additional suggestion. “Besides doing his schoolwork, we 
can also help forge connections with various Catholic organizations. There are 
plenty of people supporting CSC, and we need them rallied behind us.” 

“And the Underground and Bauer Industries?” asked Harold. 

“They can take care of themselves,” Walther replied. “They have their work, 
we have ours. Our Underground connections has grassroots activism covered, 
acting alongside the larger CSC movement. Bauer Industries will use its 
connections in making deals with potential benefactors and philanthropists. Does 
any of this make any sense? Do I make myself cleat?” 

“No need to rub it in, Walther,” Harold told him. “We heard you loud and 
clear. Margaret and I are still interested in this line of work, and we intend to stay. 
All we ask is that you and Isolde fulfill your parts. Are we clear on that?” 

“Good to know that we’re on the same page this whole time,” Isolde added. 
Before she and Walther left shack, Isolde spoke to the two. “Listen, the place 
where we'll have the rally is the ‘Philadelphia Milchpalast.”’ 

“Milchpalast—as in ‘Milk Palace’, right?” presumed Harold, taking German as 
one of his classes. 

“You got it,’ Isolde answered. “It’s a place where young people can 
congregate and socialize. Kind of like a tavern without the alcohol.” 

“Oh, I get it now,” commented Margaret. “So Isolde, are you and Walther 
checking it out before Harold and I visit the place?” 

Isolde replied, “Ja.” She and Walther got out of the couch and left. 

With them gone, Harold had Margaret’s attention all to himself. “Listen, I 
was thinking if you and I could pay a visit to an important place. It has been 
something that I wanted to go, but couldn’t because of my age. But because of my 
deal with the Lovers, it’s now possible.” 

Margaret grew curious. “What’s on your mind, Harold?” 

“It has something to do with my favorite saint,” Harold replied. “Have I told 
you about /im before?” 

“No, you haven't,” she recalled. “In fact, come to think of it, I never told you 
mine: St. Margaret Clitherow. Anyhow, who’s yours?” 


50 


FAME AND HONOR 

“Saint John Neumann,” he declared. “As this Archdiocese’s fourth bishop, 
His Excellency is one of Catholic Education’s patron saints. The other one is Saint 
Elizabeth Ann Seton, in case you’re wondering.” 

“Sounds familiar,’ muttered Margaret, having heard of those saints. She 
snapped her fingers. “That reminds me: St. John Neumann’s National Shrine is in 
this city, right?” 

Harold nodded. “I was wondering if you would like to visit the National 
Shrine of St. John Neumann with me.” 

“No arguments from me.” She accepted his offer. “Lead the way.” 

At the National Shrine of St. John Neumann, Harold and Margaret traveled 
down a flight of stairs to reach an undercroft. There, past several rows of pews 
was the body of the saint. They found the body situated at the center of the room, 
encased in a glass coffin. The marble floor around the coffin was elevated. 

Harold and Margaret approached the coffin. “Is St. John Neumann’s body 
preserved?” Margaret asked. 

“No, not at all,” Harold told her. “His body is not preserved like a mummy. 
St. John Neumann is just one of those saints whose body defied decomposition.” 
He pointed at the saint’s body. “Whenever you look at these saints, they always 
appear as if they died yesterday.” 

“When did St. John Neumann pass away?” 

“January 5', 1860,” Harold answered. “He was buried here and has remained 
ever since. But it was not until the 1970s that Pope Paul VI canonized him and 
Catholic Education’s other patron saint, St. Elizabeth Ann Seton.” 

“Nice,” muttered Margaret. To their left, she saw a bunch of lit votive 
offering candles. Next to them was a colorful mosaic of the saint. This left an 
impression on her. After glancing at it, she returned to Harold’s side. While 
approaching him, he sat on the nearest pew. In response, she sat next to him. 

“You don’t mind if we pray to him?” asked Harold. 

“Pm with you, Harold,” she said in a supportive tone. 

Together, they made the sign of the cross, and began to pray for an 
intercession. They followed their intercessory prayer with a novena to the saint. 
After the novena, they finished once they made the sign of the cross one last time. 

“We should head back to Wonderland,” he told her. “Walther and Isolde 
might be waiting for us.” 

Margaret nodded. She left the undercroft with Harold. 

2K 
(Fourteen weeks later) 

At Harold’s lifeless living room, a wooden cuckoo bird sprang from the Swiss 
cuckoo clock. It signaled the dawn of 7PM. The family’s flat screen television was 
tuned to EWTN, an American Catholic TV channel. Walther and Isolde 
materialized in the living room. The clock played the music box melody of the 
Swedish Rhapsody at the same time a news segment appeared on the TV screen. 

Isolde pointed at the TV. “Look at the Fernseher, Walther!” 
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“Student protests gather strength,” the news anchor narrated. On the screen, 
massive columns of uniformed Ryanites carried signs, banners and Republic flags 
while rallying outside their schools. In unison, they chanted, “Fame and honor to 
Catholic Education! Fame and honor to Catholic Education!” 

“Should we head upstairs now?” Isolde asked. 

“Not yet,” Walther answered. “I want to know more, so let me watch.” 

“If you say so,” said Isolde. 

The news anchor appeared on screen. “Good evening. We turn our attention 
to the student protests taking the country’s Catholic schools by storm. The recent 
student protests sparked in Philadelphia over the closure of fifty schools have 
spread to other US cities.” 

The TV showed tens of thousands marching through the streets of various 
cities with parents, teachers, businesspeople and community leaders. “But they 
aren’t just marching en masse,” the anchor continued over images of social 
networking sites. “They’re using instant messaging, YouTube, Facebook, Twitter 
and other social networking platforms to reach others.” 

Walther smiled. “Can you believe it, dear Isolde? Catholic Education 
awakened from its dreary slumber.” He clapped. “God has answered our prayers!” 

“Just like the Fatherland, ja?” Isolde giggled. 

“Just like it.” Walther winked at his wife. 

The anchor reported on another relevant event. “Tonight, in other news, is 
the second night of the ‘Fourth Plenary Council of Baltimore’. The United States 
Conference of Catholic Bishops are discussing about the future of the Catholic 
schools. Eight archbishops, among them, Cardinal Wolk of Philadelphia, are 
spearheading the drive for change.” 

“The education of America’s youth is the question of our time,’ His 
Eminence declared at the Plenary Council. 

“Pm glad Cardinal Wolk’s on our side.” Walther whistled. “For a clergyman 
in his eighties, most miscalculate His Eminence’s appeal and staying power.” 

“And that’s what they also said about the initial rallies in Philadelphia,” Isolde 
added. She reached for the remote from the couch and turned the TV off. 
“Walther, I think we should head upstairs and talk to Harold. It’s best that we do 
not keep him waiting.” 

Walther nodded. “Ja, we should.” 

The Lovers plodded away from the living room. They trudged up the stairs 
and entered Harold’s bedroom. However, Harold was not in his bedroom. After 
checking his room, the Lovers went to his personal art studio. Standing outside 
the studio, Walther knocked on the door. 

“Harold, are you inside your studio?” Walther hollered. “It’s me and Isolde— 
we need to talk. You got a couple minutes?” 

From inside, Harold’s voice called out, “Sure. You can come in now.” 

“You heard him,” Isolde said. Walther turned the doorknob, opening the 
door. He entered the room with Isolde. 
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In the art studio, impressive oil paintings hanged on the walls, all of them by 
Harold. Shelves of art equipment shared the walls with the painted canvases. On 
the other side of the room, the Lovers found Harold sitting at an oak-furnished 
desk, sipping a protein shake from a martini glass. Margaret stood beside Harold, 
whispering in his ear. 

“Did you hear the news?” Walther asked the two. 

Margaret and Harold nodded. “We did,’ Harold said. “Iwo months ago, 
Cardinal Wolk declared that the Archdiocese will close forty-four primary schools 
and five secondary schools. Yet the Conservationists mobilized a popular student 
movement, gathering money and local supporters to halt the closures.” 

“Now, His Eminence will merge half of the primary schools and merge 
Archbishop Prescott High School for Girls and Monsignor Borden for Boys into a 
new co-ed secondary school, ‘Borden-Prescott.’ That leaves sixteen Catholic high 
schools controlled by the Archdiocese.” 

Walther replied, “Ja, but you are also forgetting something, Kamerad Harold.” 

“Am I?” Harold pondered. “Do tell.” 

“Tonight, the Conservationists have reached critical mass,” declared Walther. 
“That rousing speech you did back in December was the catalyst the Ryanites 
needed. Every day, more Ryanites rally around our promises for strength and 
vitality to their ailing schools. Some are attracted to your calls to retake schools 
under occupation by other Great Powers like the Underground.” 

Harold cocked his head to the side. “Who are the Great Powers?” 

“Have you bothered to read Catholic School Observer?” Walther replied. 
“The Great Powers control the SSEs, the Dweller World and the Otherworld’s 
Anomalies. The Underground, for instance, is one of several factions.” 

“What about the Ryanites?” Harold wondered. 

“Theyre not a Great Power,” Isolde told him. 

“Then somebody needs to change that,” Harold insisted. “By the way, don’t 
you and Walther want to have a seat? There’s no need for you two to be standing 
like that.” 

The Lovers nodded. They sat on two vacant chairs in front of Harold’s desk. 
Harold continued the conversation. “Anyway, Are you sure I made that promise 
‘to retake back schools under occupation?” 

“Actually, that was your sister,” Walther admitted. 

“Huh,” Harold said, “What are you implying, Kamerad Walther?” 

“Your sister has decided to return to this country, crossdressing as you.” 

“Why would Halfrida do that?’ Margaret commented. 

“To hasten the Rebirth,’ Walther explained. “Nobody thought that this 
Plenary Council in Baltimore by the USCCB was going to happen.” 

“The ‘Fourth Plenary Council of Baltimore,”’ murmured Harold. “Are you 
serious, Walther? The bishops, archbishops and cardinals are going to start 
another Plenary Council in Baltimore?” 
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The Lovers nodded. “That’s great,” praised Harold. “When this Rebirth 
happens, let us refer to American Catholic Education as the ‘Greater American 
Catholic School System,’ or GACSS.” 

“Love the name,” Margaret winked. 

“Thank you, Kameradin Margaret,” Harold winked back. 

“As State Chancellor, do you have what it takes to run the Republic’s 
Convention?” Isolde asked Harold. 

Harold nodded. “That said, I want my Onkel to be my Speaker, the one who 
oversees the Convention alongside me.” 

“Why choose Father Leonard?” commented Walther. “Wouldn’t Halfrida be 
a better choice?” 

“Nein Kamerad,’ refused Harold, “My sister has Fascism in her heart. 
Appointing her as Speaker is asking for trouble.” 

“What about me, Harold?” Margaret wondered. 

Harold suggested, “How about ‘Representative of Arlington?’ After all, the 
Convention needs people to conduct its affairs for all the Dioceses and 
Archdioceses in the land.” 

“Fair enough,” agreed Margaret. 

“And if you ever feel overwhelmed, Kamerad Harold,’ Walther continued, 
“You know who to ask.” 

Harold chuckled. “You mean you and Isolde, yeah?” 

“Believe me, Harold,” boasted Walther. “Secretly outsource some of the 
work load to me and Isolde, and we'll whip GACSS into high gear for you. And 
no one will know that we were involved.” 

Margaret whispered to Harold. “I think this will strengthen our bond 
between the Ryanites and their o/k, the Remnants. Don’t you agree?” 

Harold nodded. “It’s also a perfect opportunity for me to let them know 
about my offer,” he whispered back. 

“Too true,” winked Margaret. 

Curiosity piqued Walther’s interest. “What do you have in mind, Harold?” 

“Walther, Margaret and I were thinking about this idea for quite some time,” 
Harold stated. “We were wondering if you and Isolde could let us visit your deep- 
underwater abode.” 

“What brought this all of a sudden?” Walther wondered. 

Harold explained, “There’s a lot Margaret and I don’t know about you, Isolde 
and your Vo/k. An overnight stay will help us overcome prejudices, doubts and 
paranoid suspicions.” 

“There’s no way that’s going to happen!” Walther refused. 

“Because even now, I still think you’re all Nazis,’ Harold teased Walther. 
“Perhaps my Onke/ was right: you are grooming me into another Hitler! And even 
if I decline, my sister is more than happy to place my place!” 

“Stop this childish nonsense,” Walther exclaimed. “I have been open with 
you, Harold, and so has Isolde!” 

“Well, you’re not transparent enough,” said Harold. 
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“And how ate we supposed to be more ‘transparent?”’ asked Walther. 

“By inviting me and Margaret to your deep underwater abode,” advised 
Harold. “Think about it: we'll be your first tourists from normal society!” 

Isolde whispered in Walther’s ear. “This conversation is going nowhere, 
Walther. Kamerad Harold is not going to stop until we give him our approval.” 

“Why should I give in?” Walther questioned. “Our peers ate not going to like 
outsiders roaming around Se&for Ost or the cities of Neawdeutschland in Southland, 
Otherworld. I swear: they'll steal sensitive secrets behind our backs!” 

“But Harold and Margaret are not like most people,” Isolde reminded him. 
“They have proven themselves. I’m sure our peers would agree as well, Walther.” 

“Tt’s a thought that goes against my better judgement,” said Walther. “Since 
we're dealing with Harold Brotzman, I guess we have no choice.” 

“See, was that a hard decision?”’ Isolde commented. 

“Nein, meine Liebe,” replied Walther. He turned to Harold and Margaret. 

“How about it, Walther,” Harold said, “Will you invite us?” 

“Jawohl, we will vouch in favor of you and Margaret visiting Se&for Ost,” 
Walther asserted. “And I believe our peers will do the same as well.” 

Harold pondered, “Is Se&sor Ost the name of that deep underwater abode?” 

Walther nodded. “Korrekz,” he confirmed. “It exists in the Real World, in the 
Atlantic, several miles outside Boston.” 

“Sounds like a great place to visit,’ Harold said. “By the way, do you guys 
have any expectations of us? Like, are there strings attached to this visit?” 

“Plenty of strings,” Walther replied. “If we vouch for you and Margaret, 
please understand that we value security over other considerations. Do not betray 
us or steal any secrets from us.” 

Tempted by Walther’s offer, Harold consulted Margaret. “Pm not sure what 
to make of this,” he whispered. “What says your” 

She nodded. “They can’t keep us in the dark forever, Harold.” 

“That’s true,” Harold agreed. “Kamerad Walther, Margaret and I will accept 
those conditions. Let God be our eternal witness!” 

“Amen,” declared Walther. “We have a deal!” 

“Speaking of which,” Margaret asked, “When are we leaving?” 

“Holy Thursday,” Isolde promised. “After you and Harold are dismissed, we 
will leave America by boat and be there before lunch.” 

“Awesome,” smiled Harold. “Just let us know, alright?” 

“We will, Kamerad Harold,” said Walther. 

“Danke schon, Kamerad Walther,” Harold thanked him. 
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Chapter Six: A Modern-Day Parable Of The Talents 


(Ryanite Chorus; April 6-12", 2012) 
“This is a Modern-Day Parable of the Talents’. Harold and Halfrida did not know that until 


Isolde and I told them.” 
-Walther Schaffer, In an Intelligence Debriefing 


classrooms of Bishop Dowell. In the hallways, they filled the building with 

loud chatter. Upstairs, the school’s third floor housed the English, Foreign 
Language, and Art Wings. From her German classroom, Margaret went into the 
hallway and overheard a conversation. 

Two seniors, their lockers beside each other, made small talk. They carried 
their backpacks on one strap. “Any news on the DuPont twins?” 

“Nope,” the other responded, closing his locker. “It’s as if they disappeared 
for good. Best we stop talking about it.” He walked away from his friend. 

“Ts it almost time for track?” He trailed after his fellow classmate. 

“You bet,” the other hollered. 

“Wait for me, man!’ 

Margaret sighed and went in the opposite direction. She turned left and 
entered the school’s att rooms. At the far end of the hallway, she walked down a 
stairway to the ground floor. 

In front of her, two girls leaned next to their lockers, gossiping. They 
exchanged brief glances with Margaret as she passed them. “You think her brother 
will win the upcoming Catholic Track meet in Richmond?” one girl asked. 

‘Which brother,” the other said. “Doesn’t she have two?” 

“The charming one, Percival,” she answered. 

This has to be the sophomore wing, Margaret thought while observing her 
surroundings. Navigating through crowds of sophomores and science classrooms, 
she traversed across the school and advanced into the freshmen wing. 

Outside, a sign hung from the entranceway. “Fame and Honor to Catholic 
Education,” it read. Republic ensign stickers decorated the lockers. Some 
freshmen read The Republic Program with peers, while others chatted about the 
ongoing student protests. 

Past crowds of freshmen, Margaret spotted Harold at his locker, conversing 
with Percival. James tapped his foot on the ground, his head darting between 
Percival and a nearby clock. Jennifer stood beside Harold and her brothers, 
playing a video game on her PSP. 

“Do you think the Rebirth will happen, Harold?” Percival asked him, his 
hands wrapped around the straps of his backpack. 

“T believe it will,” said Harold. 

“Can we talk about that later, Percival!” James said in an impatient voice. 
“The bus is leaving soon and we’re gonna get left behind!” 


| ee on Holy Thursday summoned thousands of students from the 
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“Haven’t you guys heard?” Harold mentioned. “His Excellency, our 
Diocese’s bishop, is meeting an old pal in Richmond.” 

“The Bishop of the Richmond Diocese?” guessed Jennifer. “Where did you 
hear about this?” 

“Prom the New Catholic Register,’ Harold told her. 

“Unbelievable!” exclaimed Percival. 

James, out of desperation, showed his brother the time on his iPhone. He 
turned to his other sister and showed it to them. “We’re gonna be late for track 
practice!” he shouted. 

The brothers grabbed their duffel bags off the floor and sprinted away from 
Harold and Jennifer. They rushed past Margaret, evaded oncoming freshmen, and 
crashed through a side exit on their way out. 

Margaret approached her sister. “Hey Jen,” she greeted. 

“Oh hey.” Jennifer turned to Margaret. “I should get going. Have fun in 
Boston or wherever you two are running off to.” Switching off her PSP, she 
pranced away from Harold and her sister. 

With her siblings gone, Margaret turned to Harold. “You ready?” 

“Are the Lovers waiting for us?” Harold pondered. 

From her purse, Margaret showed Harold a text message. “Hold on, did they 
send you a text message?” 

“Apparently,” answered Margaret. 

Harold read the text. “WM and G, we’re coming over.” 

Together, they left the school building. Outside, the sun hung over clear skies 
and a gentle breeze. At the school entrance, Harold and Margaret stood by the 
curbside. In the parking lot, parents arrived to pick up their children. Some 
students, like Jennifer, walked home, while others hopped onto parked school 
buses. One bus, packed with Track team players, left the campus. 

The mundane school scene ended with the wails of Valkyries descending 
from Valhalla. A Mercedes-Benz 300 Adenauer rolled into the school parking lot. 
Republic flags, mounted on flag poles atop the engine hood, fluttered. 

Two flamboyant ‘Ryanites—a blonde boy and a chestnut girl-stepped out of 
the car. The boy wore a cream long-sleeved sweater, white dress shirt with a cream 
and purple striped necktie, dark gray pants and oxfords. The girl wore a dark 
Berlin-blue jumper dress and Columbia-blue blouse that accentuated her hourglass 
figure. Her clothes matched the knee socks and blue and white saddle shoes. Up 
close, two school emblems were displayed on their uniforms: ‘Archbishop Kurz 
High School for Boys’ and ‘Joseph Callahan Catholic High School for Girls’. 

He smiled at the grandiose display. “Are you guys supposed to be Catholic 
school students?” 

Isolde giggled. “Don’t you mean ‘Ryanites’?”’ In a playful manner, she nudged 
Harold’s chest with a clenched fist. 

“You two ate looking prim and proper as usual!” commented Margaret. 
“Where’d you and Walther get the clothes from, Isolde?” 
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“We bought them from a Flynn and O’Hara store in Philadelphia,” Isolde 
elaborated. “It may not be Hugo Boss, but this will do.” 

Walther, arms crossed, added, “Even so, we saved enough money to do 
something like this, Harold.” 

“Ts that so?” Harold muttered. 

“Anyway, we should get going.” Isolde observed the students, parents and 
teachers in the parking lot. “I have a feeling we are disturbing the school 
environment around here.” 

“Good idea,” Margaret replied. 

Walther returned to the driver’s seat. Isolde hopped on the front passenger 
seat, while Harold and Margaret rode in the backseat. Life at Bishop Dowell 
returned to normal, once the Mercedes sped away from the parking lot. 

KKK 
(One day later) 

Sektor Ost, a sprawling network of gated communities built into the ocean 
floor, housed Neadeutschland’s rich and powerful Remnants. In its concrete halls, 
coal-scuttle-helmeted sentries in leather overcoats patrolled the whole complex, 
G43 semi-auto rifles slung over their shoulders. Bomb-sniffing German 
shepherds, miniature unmanned Panzer HI/Ms and IV/Es, and automated MG42 
turrets complimented security. 

From their hotel, Harold and Margaret, wearing their school uniforms, 
followed the Lovers around Sektor Ost. The constant sight of weapons around 
every corner worried Margaret. “Where are you taking us?” she asked them. 

“Café Atlantis,” replied Walther. “It’s a five-star coffeehouse that serves the 
best coffee on Earth.” 

“Best coffee on Earth’ he says,” Harold muttered under his throat. 

“Did you say something, Harold?” Margaret wondered. 

“T didn’t say anything.” 

Margaret, skeptical, told Walther, “Are you sure they make the best coffee?” 

“Pm not joking, Kameradin Margaret,” Walther bragged. “You'll never drink 
another brand of coffee again!” 

Harold added, ““That’s what everyone says about every other kind of food.” 

At an intersection, Harold, Margaret, and the Lovers stopped behind a 
security checkpoint. Through the other hallway, a column of miniature Panzer 
IH/Ms rolled by. Twelve feet in diameter, the unmanned Panzers were about as 
tall as Harold was. 

With the last Panzer gone, Margaret and the Lovers crossed the intersection 
and approached the security checkpoint. Harold broke away from the others, 
studying a poster on the wall to his left. The others chatted with a sentry at his 
guardhouse, oblivious to Harold’s absence. 

The poster’s colored mugshot depicted a teenage-looking girl. Her piercing 
purple eyes and cornsilk hair were like a voluptuous goddess. The poster’s text was 
printed in Praktur-style typography. “100,000 USD reward if captured or killed,” it 


58 


FAME AND HONOR 
read in German. “Matilde ‘Ostara’ Geralyn von Brandt is wanted for her role as 
mastermind of the Ostara Conspiracy, a far-right terrorist organization.” 

The text continued, “Frau/ein von Brandt and her neo-Nazi cronies mounted 
the Putsch against the state on 30% January. She is now on the run and considered 
armed and dangerous. Anyone with information must inform local authorities.” 

Walther walked up to Harold. “She’s a real beauty, isn’t she?” 

Harold, eyes fixed on the poster, replied, “Uh-huh. Do you know something 
about her, Walther?” 

“She used to be one of my classmates at NPEA Rakonitz and my wife’s 
former lover,” confessed Walther. 

“No way,” gasped Harold. “Are you saying that Isolde’s bisexual?” 

“You got it.” Walther’s cheeks reddened as he gazed at the poster. “She and 
Isolde were part of a weird occult group that worked with the Brofzmanstab. Not 
sute which #4 branch they’re from, though.” 

“What were they doing in this group?” Harold pondered. “Do you know?” 

“Ever heard of the BDM-Streifendiensk” Walther wondered. 

“BDM—Buand Deutscher Mddel...“Band of German Maidens’ Patrol Service’...?” 

“Ja, that’s sounds about right in English.” 

“What’s so special about them?” 

“In the Hitlerugend and BDM, there are different roles one can specialize in; 
mechanics, agriculture, landscaping and aviation-” 

“Which one did you choose?” 

“T think ‘handpicked’ is a better word to describe my specialty.” Walther 
pulled out an old rayon cuff band from his pocket. The black band bore the word 
‘HJ-Streifendienst’ in gold blackletter, embroidered between two thin gold bars. 

“What kind of work did the HJ-Streifendienst do?” 

‘Worked alongside the 44 RSHA (Reich’s Security Agency), the Gestapo and 
municipal police,” said Walther. “Policed their peers; made sure they kept their 
uniforms clean and not stay past curfew. Some of us, like me, infiltrated and 
exposed subversive youth movements like the Edelweiss Pirates.” 

“That’s insane, yet kind of James Bond villain-esque!” 

“But it gets even worse,’ Walther added. “That BDM-Streifendienst 1 
mentioned earlier was not a real specialty in the BDM. Though there were plans to 
form a version for the BDM, the War prevented them from being realized.” 

Intrigued, Harold paused for a moment. “But if Isolde and Ostara held that 
specialty during the War, is there a hidden reason?” 

“None that I like,’ Walther said. 

“What brought you to NPEA Rakonitz, anyway?” 

“T applied to that school,” Walther recalled. “My parents died during an air 
raid in Berlin. After your family learned about my predicament, they arranged to 
have me attend that school.” 

“T bet you were ecstatic; most applicants to NPEA schools never make it past 
the entrance exam.” Harold chuckled. “Walther, you don’t mind if we talk more at 
Café Atlantis?” 
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“Just so you know, Isolde has bad blood with Ostara,” Walther told him. “I 
ask that you question my wife with sincerity.” 

“Thanks for the heads up,” Harold said. He and Walther crossed the 
intersection and proceeded past the security checkpoint. They caught with the girls 
at the entrance of Café Atlantis, further down the hall. 

In the dining hall of Café Atlantis, a girl played soft classical music with a 
piano. Her delicate, manicured fingers danced around the piano keys as wealthy 
Remnants gossiped over coffee and pastries at green-lined tables. Seated around 
their table, Harold, Margaret and the Lovers drank cups of hot tea and coffee. 

Margaret placed her cup and saucer on the table. “Wow,” she commented, 
“This homebrewed coffee tasted better than I expected.” 

“Fi, believe me now?” Walther chuckled. 

“Sort of,” Margaret answered. 

Harold spoke to Isolde. “Kameradin, can I ask you something?” 

“What’s up?” Isolde replied. 

“What was my family doing at NPEA Rakonitz?” 

“Um,” she said, “Short version or the long one?” 

“Either one is fine.” 

Isolde gave Harold the long version. “Your family, since the Weimar years, 
was on the cusp of unveiling the ‘discovery of the century.’ Engineers at Adalbert 
Munitions recruited the services of the Jesuit, Father Agrioli, and a woman named 
Maria. They learned that Father Agrioli and this ‘Maria’ were special people.” 

“And why were they special?” 

“Both claimed to have accessed the Otherworld,” Isolde said. “As the War 
continued, Horst invited them to join the Brotzmanstab at NPEA Rakonitz, its 
headquarters. Under the watchful eyes of the $4, Adalbert investigated their 
abilities. Their research culminated in the Nornen-Gerdt, a precursor to the 
Teleportation Transponder.” 

“So like a Teleportation Transponder, you go from point A to B or vice 
versa?” Harold asked. “But if point A was NPEA Rakonitz, what was point B?” 

“Other-Buenos-Aires,” answered Isolde. “Today, it’s known as Neuberlin.” 

“Nice of you to share,” Harold smirked. “Where do you and Walther fit into 
this story?” 

“In April 1943, the headmaster had me, Walther, and our eleven classmates 
mount an expedition to explore the Otherworld,” she recalled. “Since we hiked on 
foot, we explored the countryside around Other-Buenos-Aires. That expedition 
had one purpose: to see if the Otherworld was fit for colonization.” 

Befuddled, Harold asked, “Did my family predict the Reich’s downfall?” 

Isolde nodded. “They knew the Reich was bound to fail at some point. 
However, they spoon-fed us this ‘conspiracy theory’ that the German people were 
going to be exterminated after the War.” 

Sounds like something Horst would say, Harold reflected. 
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She continued, “Based on our experiences, Horst developed a secret plan 
with his disciples. Like the Pied Piper, he wanted to save Germany’s youth from 
the War, except he had a warped definition of ‘saving us.”” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Once we fled to the Otherworld, we would have to fend for ourselves,” 
Isolde stated. “Thank God, the Lord of the Fhes scenario never occurred because 
Horst convinced us that this was a mission for /o/k, Reich and Féhrer. In the 
decades after the Reich’s downfall, people realized that Hitler, and everything he 
stood for, was a sham.” 

“If that’s the case, then the Remnants are not a Continuity of Government 
program,” Harold commented. 

“Ganz genau,’ she agreed. “Therefore, it was up to us to build a new 
civilization with the Anomalies and other oddities in that land.” 

“Other oddities?”’ mentioned Harold. 

“You'll learn someday.” 

“So you don’t trust me?” 

“Nein, some things in life that are best left seen in person.” 

“Anyhow, what became of Father Agrioli, Maria and this N-Gerdfr” 

“Father Agrioli and Maria died under suspicious circumstances at the end of 
the War,” recalled Isolde. “The N-Gerdt, along with everything related to it, was 
destroyed to prevent the Americans or the Soviets from capturing it.” 

A waiter walked up to Walther and whispered in his ear. “I apologize for 
intruding, but I have a phone call for a “Harold Brotzman.”” 

Walther whispered back, “May I ask who is calling?” 

“Prime Minister Lester von Baumgartner,” the waiter said. “He wants to have 
an audience with Herr Brotzman.” 

“Lester...,” Walther muttered, “My old friend from NPEA Rakonitz wants to 
talk to him? Do you know why?” 

“He refused to elaborate with me over the phone,” the waiter said. “I ask that 
Herr Brotzman speak with him.” 

“He’s all yours,” Walther told him. 

The waiter turned to Harold. “Herr Brotzman, we have a phone call for you.” 

Harold raised an eyebrow. “There is? Who is it?” 

“Our Prime Minister wants to speak with you,” explained Walther. 

“Tl take care of it.”” Harold motioned the waiter to escort to the phone. 

“This way, sit,” the waiter motioned. 

Harold stepped out of the dining hall. He followed the waiter to a row of 
public phones next to the bathrooms. 

“T wonder what that was about,” Margaret uttered. 

“Just so you know, Margaret,” Isolde informed, “It was Lester who had the 
final say on letting you and Harold into Sektor Ost.” 

2K 


(Stxe days later) 
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On the way to the Lovers’ penthouse, Margaret left Café Atlantis with 
Harold. “You were flirting with the barista again, weren’t your” she asked him. 

“T wasn’t,” Harold said. “I just got off the phone with Prime Minister von 
Baumgartner. He’s meeting me at the Lover’s penthouse at 11 AM.” 

“What, does he want you to be his BFF or something?” Margaret pondered. 

“No, it’s nothing like that,” replied Harold. 

“Then what is it?” she asked. 

“The Prime Minister wants me to give the Ryanites an opportunity to solidify 
their relations with Remnants,” he elaborated. 

“Are you sure that’s a good idea, Harold?” Margaret questioned. “There’s a 
part of me that still thinks they’re Nazis.” 

“But what if they're not?” Harold argued. 

“Harold, why are you defending them?” Margaret asked. “For pity’s sake, 
these people came from the Third Reich! I’m certain that people like you and I get 
a free pass, while Jews and ‘undesirables’ don’t.” 

“You don’t understand,” Harold told her. “I came here because I wanted to 
find the truth. I left my prejudices and distrust behind a long time ago.” 

Margaret rolled her eyes. “Are you saying you’re a neo-Nazi?” 

“Do I look like one?” Harold responded. “There’s a reason why the history 
of American Catholic Education holds a special place in my heart.” 

“What the hell’s that supposed to mean?” Margaret frowned in disgust. 

“The story of American Catholic Education bears several themes throughout 
its four-hundred and five year history,’ Harold described. “Heroism, adventurism, 
innovation, adaptability, community and identity are the most prominent. Walther 
and Isolde, the Remnants, are the latest chapter in that history.” 

“The latest chapter doesn’t always mean the greatest,’ Margaret asserted. 

“You don’t understand, do you?” Harold said, frustrated. 

“Well, don’t come crying if your sister starts a Reichstag Fire on us,” she 
warned. “Cardinal Wolk is not von Hindenburg, just as the USCCB is not the 
Prussian nobility.” 

“Ts Halfrida capable of doing something like that?” Harold doubted. 

“Listen Harold, we can’t screw up,” Margaret snapped. “I don’t want people 
thinking the Church is sympathetic to Nazis.” 

“As always, you worry too much about trivial things,” Harold sighed. 

Outside the double doors of the Lovers penthouse, Harold rang the buzzer. 
Isolde opened both doors. “Herglichen Ghickwunsch zum Geburtstag!” she greeted. 

Harold hugged Isolde. “You remembered that today was my birthday!” 

Margaret smacked her forehead with her palm. “Why didn’t you tell me?!” 

“T did, yesterday. Don’t you remember?” 

“Whatever.” In a critical voice, Margaret demanded, “Isolde, tell me the 
truth. Are you serious that you and Walther knew my parents?” 

“Margaret, Walther and I never joke about family matters,” Isolde insisted. 
“Please understand that we knew your parents back in the nineties. We even know 
where their final resting place is.” 
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“We need to go there!” she urged. 

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Harold asked. 

“Tt is, Harold!” Margaret stressed. “My parents meant everything to me!” 

Isolde told Margaret, “Not at this time, Margaret!” 

“Why can’t we, Isolde?” 

“Do you have a death wish?” Isolde asked. “The place where they’re buried is 
at an Underground military base. People like us aren’t supposed to be there!” 

“Tsolde has a point, Margaret,” Harold chimed. “Besides, I want to get ready 
for this interview with the Prime Minister.” 

Margaret sighed. “I guess [ll save it for another time.” She entered the 
Lovers’ penthouse with Harold. 

2K OKK 
(Two hours later) 

At 11AM, Harold sat at the breakfast table of the Lovers’ penthouse. The 
Lovers were on a shopping trip to the marketplace with Margaret. While waiting 
for Prime Minister von Baumgartner, Harold grew nervous. This is so surreal; I've 
never met a political leader before, he thought. I wonder if he’s a great guy. 

The doorbell echoed throughout the penthouse. Cow/d that be von Baumgartner 
and his entourage? Harold got off his seat and walked to the doors. Opening them, 
he encountered several Remnants types in formalwear. A whole entourage of 
bodyguards, secretaries and other civil servants accompanied a raven-haired and 
blue-eyed boy in a three-piece suit. 

The boy held out his hand to Harold. “You must be Harold Sebastian 
Brotzman, I assume?” He spoke to Harold in an American accent. “My name is 
Lester von Baumgartner, the Prime Minister of Nemdeutschland. I believe we spoke 
over the phone last week.” 

Lester’s accent surprised Harold. “Are you an American as well?” Harold 
shook his hand. “I thought all Remnants spoke English with German accents!” 

“There are exceptions in our society,” explained Lester. “Newdeutschland 1s 
home to all kinds of people. As the son of German-American diplomats to the 
US, I was born in Rhode Island. However, I spent most of my childhood living in 
Germany.” 

“Then it is an honor to be in your presence, sir,” Harold said with reverence. 
“Would like you come inside?” 

Lester and his entourage followed Harold inside the penthouse. “This is the 
residence of Walther Schaffer and Isolde Erhardt?” he presumed. 

“Yes sit,” confirmed Harold. “They gave their permission to let me meet 
with you this morning.” 

“That couple’s hospitality never ceases to amaze me,” mused Lester. 

Harold motioned Lester to sit at the breakfast table with him. Once seated, 
the boys conversed. “As leader of the HJ-Reste, I assume you are aware of the 
current affairs of American Catholic Education?” 
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“T am fully aware of its affairs,” Lester replied. “With each passing day, the 
Rebirth envisioned by Father Agrioli draws closer. Had he survived the War and 
lived to see it unfold before his eyes, he would have been a happy man.” 

“My condolences to the poor Jesuit,” said Harold. “Prime Minister, I would 
like to ask why you wanted to have an audience with me.” 

Lester relaxed his hands. “As a former student of NPEA Rakonitz, I have 
high respects for the late Father Agrioli. And as Prime Minister, I represent 
millions of Remnants who are sympathetic to your cause.” 

“How many people in Newdeutschland sapport the Ryanites?” 

“The vast majority,” said Lester. “While some have their own reasons, others 
are more like Walther and Isolde, Herr Brotzman. The Ryanites and Remnants 
have one thing in common: both are the Underground’s punching bag.” 

“T know the Underground humiliated the Remnants in the 2005 peace treaty 
that ended the Rosy War,” Harold mentioned. “Where do the Ryanites come in?” 

“Like other societies, Newdeutschland has its own share of people immigrating 
to the United States,” Lester lamented. “For us, it is dangerous. Some of them live 
here because they got loved ones at odds with the federal government.” 

“By ‘federal government,’ you are talking about the US and not Germany?” 

“Yes, I am referring to the federal government of the United States,” Lester 
clarified. “The ones who immigrate are born before 1945, and according to 
organizations like the Red Cross, they are legally dead. And as you may have 
guessed, the US government deems them illegal immigrants.” 

“How do they avoid getting deported?” 

“Unlike most illegal immigrants,” Lester reminded Harold, “They have the 
perfect hiding spots: Wonderland and Sektor Ost. The poorer ones live in the 
squalor of Wonderland because they have no other choice. And while our 
country’s government is not perfect, I can tell you the root of their suffering.” 

His curiosity piqued, Harold entreated, “Please tell me, Prime Minister.” 

“The problem dates back to the Ronald Reagan years,” stated Lester. “A few 
yes-of-no questions on the naturalization form ask applicants if they served in an 
Axis government or a Communist party.” 

“Are the Hitler Youth and the BDM exceptions to the rule?” 

Lester shook his head. “For a moment, close your eyes and imagine you are 
Walther,” he entreated. 

Harold closed his eyes and imagined what Lester illustrated. “You and your 
wife want to become Americans, so you fill out the forms and find those 
questions. If you check ‘yes’, the US government suspects you are a war criminal 
and will ask for an ‘interview’ with you. If you check ‘no’, they have every legal 
right to deport you on grounds of perjury.” 

Lester continued, “Even though you and Isolde are law-abiding people, you 
decided not to fill out the form and turned to Harold Brotzman for help. Your 
purpose in helping the Brotzmans usher the Rebirth revolves around Harold 
helping you and your wife find your place in America. You were certain that 
Harold, as a fellow Catholic, will overlook your past.” 
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Opening his eyes, Harold voiced, “I never thought of Walther and Isolde as 
illegal immigrants, Prime Minister.” 

“Now, I have to admit: the Founding Fathers never intended our country to 
be perfect,” Lester addressed. “For something like this, we cannot expect Capitol 
Hill to fix the problem anytime soon.” 

“So this is a problem that can be solved between us, correct?” 

Lester nodded. “Herr Brotzman, I ask that you and the Ryanites do the 
Remnants of Neadeutschland a favor. Do everything in your power to look after the 
ones living on US soil. Help them stay out of trouble. In return, expect the 
Ryanites to receive our backing.” 

“T will do what I can to help,” Harold promised. “In exchange, I ask that you 
help the Ryanites form the Ryanischen fir eine Grofskatholische Ausbildung (RGA)— 
‘Ryanites for a Greater Catholic Education’-to counter Underground aggression. 
Let that pave the way for a Catholic alliance between the Ryanites and Remnants.” 

“Thanks be to God,” Lester mused as he and Harold got up from their 
chairs. Both boys shook hands as a sign of solidarity. “Before I forget, Harold, 
there is something that Walther wanted me to give you.” 

“And what’s that?” 

Lester, from a holster concealed in his jacket, placed an unloaded handgun on 
the breakfast table. “A birthday gift,’ he spoke in a nonchalant voice. “Walther 
told me you handled a SIG Sauer like this one back at your family’s estate, so he 
thought it was the perfect gift.” 

Harold gawked in awe of the handgun. A handcrafted SIG Sauer P210 with a 
silver finish, it suited his preferences. This safety-less deluxe sports model featured 
a slide with decorative engravings of roses and thorny stems. Etched on a small 
space between the slide and the adjustable sights and trigger were the words ‘Ruhbm 
und Ehre der Katholischen Ausbildung’ (Fame and Honor to Catholic Education!). The 
grips had ornate and laminated icons of Catholic Education’s patron saints. 

“No way,” he exclaimed, “I’ve always wanted a SIG Sauer!” 

“Just be sure to thank Walther for getting that gun made in Switzerland,” 
Lester told him. 

Harold took the gun from the table. He pulled the slide back to make sure 
the gun was unloaded. “I know I will thank him later,” he smiled. 
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Chapter Seven: Harold’s Gray Eminence 
(Godmother and Wise Man; June 2"-10", 2012) 


“The first method for estimating the intelligence of a ruler is to look at the men he has around him.” 
-Niccolo Machiavelli, The Prince 


Margaret’s neighborhood, temperate weather, blue skies and a calm breeze 

attracted kids and teens out of their homes. They got together, played games, 
and attended graduation parties. Even the neighborhood pool, across the road 
from Bishop Dowell and a nearby park, was packed with families. 

On the way to Harold’s house, Margaret strolled along the concrete sidewalk. 
She wore a light-colored tank top, matching miniskirt and flip flops, her leather 
purse slung around her shoulder. A gentle breeze swayed her tresses to the side as 
she plodded across Harold’s lawn. Walking up the steps of the porch, Margaret 
rang the doorbell. 

To Margaret’s surprise, Harold’s mother answered the door. Tanja stood next 
to Harold’s mother, tongue panting, tail wagging. “Ah, Frau Brotzman,” Margaret 
greeted, “It is nice to meet you!” 

Mrs. Brotzman smiled. “You must be Margaret. Harold has told me and his 
father about you.” 

“For a well-mannered and bright boy, Harold is blessed to have me as a close 
friend,” Margaret said. 

“He is, isn’t he?” Mrs. Brotzman commented. “So what brings you here?” 

“Ts your son home?” Margaret asked. “Since summer vacation started a few 
days ago for us, I thought today was a perfect day to go outside.” 

“Um, Harold left the house over an hour ago,” she informed Margaret. “He 
said that he had plans to visit his Opa at his home.” 

“You mean, his grandpa?” Margaret pondered. “He lives around on the other 
side of the neighborhood, across from the pool?” 

Harold’s mother nodded. “Oh, I see,” Margaret muttered. “Well, tell Harold 
I stopped by, okay?” 

“Pll let him know,” she promised. Mrs. Brotzman closed the door as 
Margaret walked away from the house. From inside, Tanja barked and howled. 

Returning to the sidewalk, Margaret reached for her iPhone. Her fingers 
touched her concealed Makarov before finding the phone. With the smartphone 
in hand, Margaret dialed the Lovers’ number. No response came ftom either 
Isolde or Walther. 

First Harold, now this...Margaret sighed. The hel/ is everyone doing? 

A porcelain girl with dark-brown hair and blue eyes approached Margaret. 
“You were looking for Harold, weren’t your” 

Margaret tilted her head to the side. “Do I know your” 

She shook her head. “I’m Julie Mays, Harold’s next door neighbor.” Julie 
pointed at a house situated on the right side of Harold’s. 
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“Nice of you to share,” Margaret smirked. 

On the other side of the street, several tweens played games of hopscotch 
and jump rope on the sidewalk. Nobody paid any attention to Julie or Margaret. In 
an inquisitive voice, Julie asked Margaret, “Are you Harold’s new girlfriend? I 
always see you two holding hands and making out.” 

Like a sex-crazed pervert, Julie described her fantasies. “Do you enjoy 
lounging around in his presence, wearing lacey lingerie? Or perhaps, you find it 
arousing to have him dressed in lacey lingerie?” 

What is wrong with this girl? Margaret denied. “Look, I don’t know what porno 
you’ve been watching, but Harold and I aren’t into that.” 

“You don’t need to play dumb,” giggled Julie. “You’re a perfect match for 
Harold, especially since he has this weird fetish for tall, blonde girls. I can see why 
he would want to date someone like you. Your fine curves and delicate features are 
like a voluptuous goddess.” 

Margaret grew uncomfortable. “Um, I think I should be going now.” In a 
calm manner, she walked away from Julie. 

“Hey, don’t take it personal,” Julie said to her. “You and Harold are bound to 
make a great couple!” 

Leaving the girl behind, Margaret sighed. I can see why God broke the mold when 
He made that girl. On the way back to her house, Margaret’s phone vibrated. She 
assumed it was a text from Hannelore. To her disappointment, the text came from 
her quadruplet sister, Jennifer. 

“A UPS van stopped by the house,” it read. “There’s a box for you.” 

The UPS delivered a box? Margaret thought. I don’t recall ordering anything online. 
This has to be a mistake. She fired back a message to Jennifer. “Be right there.” 

At the front porch, Margaret saw Jennifer sitting on the steps, reading. The 
delivery mentioned in the text—a small cardboard box—rested on Jennifer’s lap. 
Margaret pointed at the box. “Is that for me?” 

Jennifer replied, “Uh-huh.” Her eyes remained glued to the pages of Catholic, 
Reluctantly. “It’s all yours.” 

Margaret took the box. Jennifer crossed her legs as her sister went inside. 

In her family’s home, Margaret kicked her flip flops aside, trudged up the 
stairs, and went into her room. Closing the door, Margaret placed the package on 
the carpeted floor. The label on the package stated it was from Harold, sent to her 
from his Opa’s house. 

Curious, Margaret opened the package. The package contained several items. 
“A biweekly copy of Catholic School Observer, a 120 gigabyte thumb drive, a letter 
from Harold and several photos,” Margaret muttered. 

She looked at the letter. Harold’s letter, written in legible cursive, had fine 
curve and a rightward slant. “Dear Margaret,” the letter ran, “You may be 
wondering where I, Walther, Isolde and Hannelore are at. Truth is, we were all 
called to the ‘People’s Assembly Hall’ in Newberlin, the Remnants capital in 
Neudeutschland. We wanted to take you with us, but we needed someone to run 
errands for us. You'll find our to-do list in the thumb drive.” 


67 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

The letter continued. “The reason for our sudden departure is tied to our 
decisions these past five or six months. The “Great Powers’, the factions behind 
the SSEs, the Dweller World, and Otherworld are all concerned about the turmoil 
that American Catholic Education is experiencing, as it undergoes the Rebirth.” 

Margaret raised an eyebrow. Why should these people be concerned? 

“The Rebirth will upset the balance of power the Underground had 
established at the end of the Rosy War. Vocal Ryanites are calling for fairer trade 
of Anomalies, deals with other SSEs, and stronger relations with the Remnants.” 

“Can't believe I played a role in all of this,” she blurted. 

“What Great Power are we, you ask? Ours is GACSS, the “Greater American 
Catholic School System.’ Anyway, from June 2°4 to June 9%, the four of us will be 
representing the GACSS at this summit gathering. Don’t worry; Pll make sure to 
write back on what transpired. I promise.” 

The letter ended with a postscript. “PS: Included in this package is the latest 
copy of Catholic School Observer. This one includes details of this summit and a 
who’s who list of the Great Powers. In addition, I also took the liberty of 
including some photos of the various leaders.” 

Margaret put the letter down and looked at magazine and photos. Fifteen 
photos, arranged in a neat stack, were individual school portraits. One photo 
included Harold’s; another was an old portrait of Lester von Baumgartner. The 
other thirteen were unknown to her. 

Intrigued, Margaret skimmed the pages of the magazine. Of the fifteen, seven 
stood out: GACSS, Remnants, Underground, Fellowship of Young Christians 
(FYC), Independent Dwellers (ID), Western Commonwealth (WC), and the 
People’s Northwestern Union (PNU). 

Grabbing the thumb drive and the magazine, Margaret placed them at her 
desk. She inserted the thumb drive into her laptop. The thumb drive contained a 
text file, errands.txt. Margaret opened it, discovering a message from Harold. 

“Margaret,” it ran, “I got a few errands I need you to do for me. It’s best that 
you complete them before the 10%.” The letter went on to outline various tasks in 
painstaking detail. 

“Interesting,” Margaret remarked. “Guess that means [ll be spending more 
time out of the house.” 

2K KK 
(Several hours later) 

At Harold’s Opa’s house, Margaret knocked on the door. “Uh, Harold’s 
Opa,” she called out. “My name is Margaret; ’m a friend of your grandson.” No 
response came from inside the house. “Hello, is anyone home?” 

A loud gunshot rang out from inside the house, startling Margaret. 
Concerned, she wrapped her hand around the doorknob. Way is this door unlocked? 
She opened it and went inside. 

Sounds of an old movie echoed from the living room. From the room, a 
middle-aged looking blonde man approached the front door. He murmured to 
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himself. “Verdammt, I forgot to lock the bloody door again!’ He noticed Margaret 
standing in front of him. “Do I know your” 

Margaret apologized to the man. “Forgive for entering your house without 
your permission. My name is Margaret, Harold’s friend from school. Are you his 
Opa, I assume?” 

The man nodded. “I am Sebastian Brotzman,” he introduced himself. “But, 
uh, could you call me ‘Stahlsebastian’, young lady?” 

“Stahlsebastian it is,” said Margaret. “By the way, I heard a loud noise from 
outside. Is something going on?” 

“Oh, do not mind the noise,” Stahlsebastian told her. “That noise is from a 
movie I was watching.” He crossed his arms. “May I ask why you are in my house? 
If you cannot explain, then please leave.” 

“Your grandson, Harold, wanted me to run a few errands for him,” she 
explained. “He told me to visit some people living below your house...?” 

“Are you the one he wanted me to look for?” 

Margaret nodded. “I guess you could say that. So, how do I meet them?” 

“Go to my kitchen and open the pantry,” Stahlsebastian instructed, pointing 
at the kitchen beyond the living room. “Everything else is up to you.” 

“T understand.” Margaret walked past the old man and proceeded into the 
kitchen. In the pantry, she discovered a trapdoor, embedded in the tiled floor. 

A small handle protruded from the floor. Margaret pulled it, revealing a 
ladder that went somewhere. Various voices emanated from below. Margaret 
climbed down the ladder. 

In a damp and dim basement below the house, a Jackbooter presided over a 
plethora of military grade munitions. Handguns, shotguns, submachine guns and 
rifles adorned racks mounted on concrete walls. From end to end, several tables 
displayed miniature tanks and planes from the World Wars and Interwar years. 

The Jackbooter, his back leaning against a steel door, chewed a large chunk 
of bubblegum. “Alright, you don’t look like a cop. Buy whatever you want.” 

Margaret browsed the weaponry on sale. All the guns and ammo were World 
War II era replicas. “Where did you get these weapons from?” she wondered. 

“Listen, ’m not in the business to answer those kinds of questions,” he 
declined. “The only ones I’'ll answer are weapon specs.” 

“Okay, then how about I give you this?” Margaret handed him a printout of 
errand.txt. “I think it’s supposed to be a shopping list.” 

The Jackbooter read it. “Ah, you must be one of Harold Brotzman’s friends. 
Ive been expecting you.” 

“You were?” Margaret pondered. 

He nodded. “I have connections to various SSEs specializing in weaponty. 
See, ’m with the Eddie Mack Trading House from SoCal.” 

‘Who are they supposed to be?” 

“Theyre one of the five trading houses that run the Western 
Commonwealth. The WC operates out of Southern California. Weapons are just 
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one of many commodities they sell. Harold must have sent you because he has 
plans to establish the Ryanischen fir eine Grofskatholische Ausbildung, the RGA.” 

Margaret mentioned, “That shopping list also talked about something called 
MAFVs and Luftgeschwaders. Not sure what those are.” 

The Jackbooter pointed at the miniatures on the tables. “MAFV stands for 
‘Miniaturized Armored Fighting Vehicle,” he explained. “These 9-12 foot long 
tanks are unmanned and remote-controlled by a nearby crew. Luftgeschwaders— 
Aerodyne-Wings or ‘A-Wings’, are the aerial version.” 

They approached a table displaying a steel-gray Renault FT-17. Margaret 
picked up a controller and a small headset with a visor. The headset connected het 
brain’s neural patterns to a camera inside the miniature vehicle. The camera, 
mounted inside a Plexiglas cupola atop the turret, displayed a live feed on the 
visor. Soon, the vehicle’s engine began to rumble. 

Looking at the visor, Margaret saw herself and the Jackbooter on the 
camera’s periphery. As she tilted her head, the MAFV’s turret rotated in the 
direction her head was facing. Margaret tilted her head upward. The vehicle’s small 
cannon, mounted on the turret, moved upward. 

Her thumb pushed a joystick on the controller, and the vehicle began to 
move. The vehicle came to a stop once she released her thumb from the joystick. 
She commented, “This feels more real than any video game I’ve ever played!” 

“That’s because MAFVs and A-Wings use advanced neural technology,” he 
described. “Everything down to the smallest is made from several different 
Anomalies. Outside the SSEs, nobody is selling anything comparable.” 

“T can see why.” Margaret removed the headset. The camera feed faded from 
the visor and the MAFV’s engine stopped rumbling. “What’s this one called?” 

“The St. Ingrid 133,” he replied. “It’s modelled after the Renault FT-17, a 
French tank used in World War I. Ingrids are the primary staple of the IDA.” 

“IDA,” pondered Margaret, “Who are they?” 

“The Independent Dweller Army, the armed forces of the Independent 
Dweller Party,” he explained. “The IDs are the ones who control most of the 
Dweller World. Besides them, the other big Dweller heavyweight is the 
Communist PNU, People’s Northwestern Union, in the Pacific Northwest.” 

Margaret strutted to another table showing two separate rows of MAFVs. 
She knew the front row displayed several parked Panzers 38(t) models. The same 
applied for the Soviet T-60s and BT-7s on the other. “Who made these?” 

“Front row are Ryanite designs,” the Jackbooter replied, pointing at the 
Panzer 38(t)s. “Those MAFVs are the Louis I, an old warhorse from Rosy War. It 
packs a short stubby plasma cannon, two laser machine guns and lots of attitude.” 

“MAFVs and A-Wings use energy weapons?” 

“Some do, others fire projectile shells and drop bombs.” The Jackbooter 
pointed at the other row. “Those are the Underground’s Light MAFVs. The BT-7s 
are their St. Longinus I/D, while the T-60s are their Longinus III/Ds.” 

“Fascinating,” Margaret commented, “I think the list mentioned purchasing 
something like two-hundred of each MAFV.” 
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“With ammunition or without ammunition?” 

“T think the list said ‘without ammunition.” 

“Very well.” The Jackbooter reached into his leather overcoat and pulled out 
a calculator. His fingers crunched a rapid string of numbers on the calculator. 
“Total is ten million American dollars.” He showed the calculator to Margaret. 

“They cost that much?!” 

“Well, MAFVs and A-Wings don’t come cheap.” 

“Then again, ’m glad that Iam not paying.” 

“What ate you saying?” The Jackbooter crossed his arms. 

Margaret entreated, “Tell Stahlsebastian upstairs to charge the fee to State 
Chancellor Brotzman’s Cross Financial Unlimited account.” 

“Yes ma’am,” he said. 

2K OK 
(A few hours later) 

Later in the evening, Margaret’s siblings slouched on the living room sofa, 
watching TV. Percival, wielding the remote, explored the various cable channels. 
“What number is that Catholic channel on?” he asked James and Jennifer. 

“How are we supposed to know?” James answered, clueless. 

Percival banged James head with the remote. “Ow,” James grumbled. 
Percival turned to his younger sister. “Jennifer, do you know the channel’s name?” 

“T think it’s “Eternal Word Television Network,” she answered. “But only 
Margaret knows what number it’s on.” 

Percival sighed. He punched random numbers on the remote. A nineties 
rerun appeared on the TV screen. An old Catholic nun, dressed in a black nun’s 
habit, delivered a sermon. Before long, Margaret appeared in the living room, 
kneeling behind the couch. She poked her head between her sister and brothers, 
making quick glances between them and the screen. 

“T see you guys are watching Mother Angelica Live,’ Margaret commented. 

Her siblings gave confused, silence gazes at her. “Is that what we’re 
watching?” James asked. 

“Yeah James,” she retorted. 

Not long after, the show ended. What followed was a news show covering 
the latest news. A newscaster announced the results of the recent Plenary Council 
in Baltimore. Clips of bishops and other clergymen in attendance accompanied the 
newscaster’s commentary. 

A brief excerpt of a Cardinal delivering a speech was icing on the cake for the 
siblings. As the Cardinal was speaking, Jennifer commented, “Hey, isn’t that 
Johannes Cardinal Wolk?” 

“T think so,” Margaret said. 

“Cardinal Wolk,” pondered James, “Never heard of His Eminence.” 

Margaret rolled her eyes. “That’s the Cardinal of Philadelphia, James!” 

James snapped his fingers. “Oh right, that guy!” 

“Did you hear what His Eminence said?” Jennifer mentioned. “The Republic 
Program will be established on June 9!” 
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“Wait, did you said June 9'?” asked Margaret. 

“Yeah,” answered Jennifer. “Margaret, your friend is going to be euphoric 
once he learns about this.” 

“Pm sure Harold will,” Margaret said. “He’s been looking forward to it.” 

“By the way,” Jennifer wondered, “Where’ve you been all day?” 

She explained, “Sorry Jen, I’ve been all over the place. Running a few errands 
for Harold and our associates was not as simple as I thought.” 

“Tell me about it,” beckoned James. “Percival and I had to mow the lawn 
and backyard.” 

“Plus, I had to do the laundry and make dinner for all of us,” Jennifer added. 

“Well, my errands were not that tedious,” mentioned Margaret. “Some of 
them were pretty rewarding.” She handed James an envelope addressed to him. 

James took the letter from her. “What’s this?” 

“Tt turns out that you and your eldest sister were chosen to become this 
Diocese’s Representatives for the Republic’s Convention,” she told him. 

Percival and Jennifer were speechless. “No way,” James said, “They chose 
you and me? I thought nobody liked me!” 

“Then again, our siblings aren’t management material,’ she commented. 
“That’s why they chose you to be my deputy.” 

“Ts this letter supposed to be for me?” 

“Tt is. You can open it now.” 

“Nah, Pll open later tonight.” 

Margaret got back on her feet and walked away with an envelope in hand. 
While she was leaving, her sister blurted, “That’s reminds me...” Jennifer turned 
to Margaret. “I left something on your desk, Margaret.” 

“You did?” Margaret pondered. “What is it?” 

“An envelope from a girl named Nadine,” Jennifer said. “She stopped by 
earlier today, something about inviting the four of us to a restaurant somewhere.” 

Margaret gritted her teeth. I hope it’s not another list of errands. In a hurry, she 
returned to her room. 

Back in her room, Margaret took a deep breath. I’m glad those errands are over. 
Harold should do all the shopping himself. Hanging her purse on the desk chair, she 
discovered a red envelope resting on her laptop. 

The envelope contained an invitation to a new hotel and restaurant in 
Wonderland on June 10". Margaret breathed a sigh of relief. Ob wait, this is that 
request I was expecting in the mail. 

She smirked in delight as she opened her closet. “Good thing most of my 
Mom?’s clothes fit me and not Jen.” She searched through a rack of various formal 
dresses in her wardrobe. “Let’s see, what should I wear to that event?” 

KKK 
(Eight days later) 

Before dawn, a matte-black Mercedes-Benz 600 Grofer wandered the tunnels 

of Wonderland. A high-end luxury six-door sedan with Pennsylvanian license 
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plates, it sported bulletproof armor and tinted windows. In the backseat, a tomboy 
weating a two-piece double-breasted suit, gold Rolex watch and oxfords giggled. 

“What's wrong with making this car your personal limousine?” she asked. 

Harold, wearing a brown curled wig, black midi halter dress and matching 
stiletto heels, crossed his shaven legs. “This Mercedes is fit for the Fibrer.” 

“Sure, says a ‘servant of the Church’ who enjoys crossdressing with his twin 
sister.” Halfrida rolled her eyes. “Listen, Pope Paul VI once rode in a car like this 
one. Why are you so judgmental about me and the Lovers?” 

“Isn’t it obvious?” Harold pointed at her. “You’re a Reaganite with the 
warmth and charm of Dick Cheney. Lovers are probably neo-Nazis who jumped 
over the southern border and demand that the Pope make Hitler a Saint!” 

“Preach the Gospels for once, not fake news.” Halfrida burst into laughter. 
“Nothing you’ve said is true, Harold. Real news is some radical heretic plotting a 
terrorist attack against the bishops.” 

“Gray Knights’, you mean those neo-Fascist schismatics who want to 
overthrow the government and depose the bishops?” Harold laughed. “Nobody in 
Catholic America takes them seriously!” 

“T beg to differ.” She opened a mini bar and grabbed a martini glass and a 
bottle of vodka. Pouring the vodka into the glass, she sipped the beverage. 

“Aren’t you underage, Halfridar’”’ Harold’s eyebrows rose. 

“This isn’t alcohol, Harold.” Halfrida winked. 

“Then what are you drinking?” 

“Old Dweller vodka, made from distilled Tree Caviar mushrooms.” 

“Vodka made from mushrooms?!” Harold felt sick to his stomach. 

“Youre so uncultured, Harold! That vodka cost me ten grand!” 

Harold sighed. “Don’t you have better things to do in Argentina?” 

“No, I don’t,” Halfrida replied. “I came back to America to make Catholic 
Education great again. And no, ’m not going back to Arlington.” 

“Was that your plan or Horst Brotzman’s?” 

“Let’s just say Horst and I came up with that plan.” 

“Care to tell me why, Miss Gray Eminence?” 

‘Will you appoint your sister as the Speaker of the Republic’s Convention?” 
She placed the empty martini back in the minibar. “We both want the bishops to 
promulgate a New Deal to make Catholic Education great again.” 

Harold shook his head. “Sister or not, this is America, not the Third Reich. 
That’s why I appointed Ovke/ as my Speaker.” 

“Wow.” Halfrida gave a thumbs-down. “Even if you refuse, ’m still your 
sister. Never forget, Pll always look after my sissy brother—from the shadows.” 

“By the way, why are we going to Wonderland at four in the morning?” 

“The RGA-Ryanite armed forces—is having a parade through Wonderland,” 
proclaimed Halfrida. “Six hours of military music, goose-stepping troops and 
columns of MAFVs will commemorate the Rebirth.” 

“Did you convince Margaret to arrange all of this?” 

“T did.” Halfrida smirked. “I even updated that list of errands you sent her.” 
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“You did what!” Harold said in shock. 

“Chill out. When will my sissy brother realize that war is coming to GACSS?” 

“Halfrida, what were you thinking?” 

“The Rebirth, pursued by the Republic Program, will not go unpunished,” 
she explained. “Underground, the Protestant Fellowship of Young Christians, the 
Union, Independent Dwellers and other Great Powers despise our quest. Tell me, 
what demands did you bring to them back in Neuberlin?” 

“Larger Ryanite shares of Anomalies and SSEs, and calls for Underground to 
end occupation of Catholic schools west of the Mississippi.” 

Halfrida laughed. “Do you think anyone will take those demands seriously? 
At worst, you’re going to plunge GACSS into a full-scale war.” 

“Nobody wants to refight the Rosy War, Halfrida!”’ 

“Well, it seems to me you want to start a war with someone,” Halfrida 
warned. “When it comes to the Ryanites’ doorstep, be ready to fight to the death.” 

“And where will you be when this happens?” To Harold’s dismay, Halfrida 
said nothing. “Fine, be that way.” 

The Mercedes arrived at Wonderland. Harold took brief glances of his 
surroundings. In the months after the reopening of Wonderland’s industries, a 
massive architectural project was underway. Everywhere, construction crews 
worked overtime in expanding and upgrading the city. Cobblestone streets, 
multistory tenements, new businesses, parks, and more were under construction. 

The Mercedes stopped at the front entrance of Wonderland’s Avalon Hotel. 
A valet, dressed in a black overcoat, white Sam Browne belt and black coalscuttle 
helmet, approached the car. He opened the rear passenger door. 

Harold and Halfrida got out and entered the hotel lobby. Halfrida advanced 
toward a nearby elevator. Harold asked his sister, “Where are we heading?” 

“A conference room on the fifth floor,” Halfrida answered, pressing a button 
on a control panel. “Henry and Nadine want to show you something.” The 
elevator doors opened. The twins rode it to the fifth floor. 

2K 

In a conference room, Henry and Nadine circled around an architectural 
model of Wonderland. The model, taking up the entirety of five long tables, was 
tri-layered in size. A small scaffolding platform surrounded the model. 

“Wow, did you build all of that?” Nadine spoke, her mouth agape. 

Henry chuckled. “My dear, I didn’t,” he confessed. “Rather, I had Halfrida 
Brotzman hire Remnants architects from Neuberlin to design it for me.” 

“But all of this was still your idea, right?” 

“Indeed, it is.” Henry and Nadine walked up the small platform. At the top 
layer, the model depicted the entirety of the Archdiocese of Philadelphia. Every 
building, road and landmark in Philadelphia and its surrounding suburbs and 
counties were designed in superb detail. 

Nadine pondered. “What’s so special about including Philly into this?” 

“As Harold informed me earlier, he wants you and me to become the 
Republic’s Representatives for this Archdiocese,” explained Henry. “As such, we 
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are tasked with running the day-to-day affairs in these areas.” He pointed at the 
Catholic high schools in the Archdiocese. 

“Amazing,” commented Nadine. An old Catholic high school in northeast 
Philadelphia featured the Republic ensign fluttering from a flagpole. “And that’s 
supposed to be the administrative building of the Republic Program?” 

Henry nodded. “Harold likes to call it ‘Plaidstadt’ — Plaid City.” 

“How many high schools are there?” 

“Sixteen schools controlled by the Archdiocese. In the counties, ten smaller 
ones run by religious orders, operating with the Archdiocese’s blessing. These 
schools were established between the eighties and two-thousands, and have yet to 
be connected to Wonderland.” 

Henry escorted Nadine to the middle layer. In this layer, several floors of 
dormitories existed beneath several closed schools. “And these are supposed to be 
living areas?” Nadine wondered. 

“His Eminence, Cardinal Wolk, has approved of MacDonald Realty’s plans 
to establish these living spaces. These dorms will eventually shelter the foreign 
students that the Republic Program will accept in the coming years.” Henry took 
Nadine to the lower layer. 

“Wait, that’s supposed to be Wonderland, Henry?’ Nadine said in 
astonishment. “My word, this place is way larger than I thought!” 

“A beautiful expanse of tunnels and caverns, isn’t it? Under our authority, we 
will expand the tunnels and connect them to the newer county schools. Our goal 
is to provide Wonderland with a reliable Autobahn to the Dweller World.” 

“Harold Brotzman is blessed to have someone like us overseeing his family’s 
grand project.” Nadine smirked. 

“Too true,” agreed Henry. 

The double doors of the conference room opened. Harold and Halfrida 
entered. “How the heck did they build that?!’ Harold exclaimed. 

Nadine and Henry approached the twins. Henry eyed Harold. “It’s nice to 
meet you, Halfrida.” 

Harold announced, “I’m Harold.” He pointed at Halfrida. “That’s my sister.” 

“My apologies, State Chancellor.” Henry bowed his head. “I did not think 
Nadine and I would see you in women’s clothing.” 

“That was his idea, Henry.” Halfrida pointed at her brother. 

Nadine giggled. “This was your idea, Harold?” 

“Yes,” Harold admitted, “It’s an old, scandalous habit of mine.” 

Henry whispered in Harold’s ear. “Don’t embarrass us like that.” 

“T know, I won’t ever do it again.” Harold patted Henry’s shoulder. 

“Ts the RGA’s parade about to begin soon?” Halfrida asked. 

Nadine nodded. “Margaret and the Lovers are waiting for us at a balcony, a 
few doors down,” she said. “T’ll announce the parade over the PA.” 

“Alright!” Halfrida shouted with a clenched fist in the air. 


75 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
Chapter Eight: Wartime Stress Relief 
(Wise Man and Renate; June 15-30", 2012) 


“War draws near. The Great Powers are amassing weapons. It’s not going to end well for the 
Ryanites if they Reep amassing butter and not enough guns.” 
-Halftrida Brotzman, In a Conversation with Walther Schafter 


announce, “Please come in.” He turned the doorknob and opened the door. 

“I hope you’ve been enjoying your first few days as State Chancellor,” 
Walther said to Harold. “As the luckiest boy alive, you are now on the hot seat for 
this country’s youth.” 

Harold beckoned Walther to continue. “The USCCB decided, from their 
recent Plenary Council, to begin all activities in the Republic Program,” Walther 
reported. “They want all areas of activity running before early August.” 

“Then I will not let the clergy down,” vowed Harold. “Do you know who has 
decided to support me?” 

Walther recalled, “The Archdioceses and Dioceses in Virginia, Maryland, 
Pennsylvania, Delaware, Ohio, Indiana, Illinois, Wisconsin, Minnesota, Iowa, and 
Missouri. That Archdiocese in Washington DC is also included.” 

“Excellent,” praised Harold. “Ill have Margaret let them know about my 
intentions to fulfill my promises.” 

Walther closed the door before continuing the conversation. “We can talk 
more about that stuff later, State Chancellor. We got problems on our hands.” 

Harold grew disturbed by the tone of Walther’s voice. “Has the worst finally 
come to the GACSS?” 

“Jawohl, State Chancellor.’ Walther took a seat on another desk chair. 
“There are several issues: a manpower crunch among the students and teachers; 
potential trade deals; policies to research; and a major war brewing. Which ones 
would you like to discuss first?” 

The news presented difficult decisions to Harold. “Start off with the internal 
issues first,” he suggested. “After that, we can talk about the external ones, such as 
this war you mentioned. What’s this ‘manpower crunch’ about, anyway?” 

“There’s been a sizeable decrease in students and teachers. Not everyone 
agreed with our desires for change.” 

“Now, why is that, Walther?” 

“Prior to the Rebirth, the American Catholic School System was contested by 
as many as seven Great Powers,” said Walther. “The Underground assumed total 
control last year. But because of you and Halfrida’s actions, the RGA was formed. 
This has stirred factional infighting among the Underground’s ranks.” 

From his pocket, Walther handed Harold a rolled-up document. Harold 
proceeded to read it. “You’re kidding me, Walther!” 

“This is not a joke,” said Walther. “War was declared by the Underground 
this morning. Everyone’s calling it Brotymanskrieg—Brotzman’s War.” 


76 


fee on the door of Harold Brotzman’s art studio, Walther heard him 


FAME AND HONOR 

“Wait,” Harold said in disbelief, “How is that even possible?” 

“Since late May, RGA and pro-Catholic school forces seized various 
Underground territories in America’s Catholic schools,” Walther informed. “Now, 
they are erecting defenses while delaying hostile attempts from the Underground. 
The war plans on both sides remain passive, with neither side preparing imminent 
attacks on the other.” 

“So Halfrida wasn’t kidding when she said war was near,” Harold muttered. 

“What was that, State Chancellor?” Walther pondered. 

“Never mind, Walther,” Harold responded. “As State Chancellor, what are 
the Ryanites expecting me to do?” 

“This war isn’t just about them,” Walther stressed, “It’s also about us. As of 
today, RGA High Command is requesting an audience with you at Castle 
Blackstone, their headquarters.” 

“Isn’t that the old Underground facility west of Wonderland?” Harold 
pondered. Walther nodded. “Can’t we get Halfrida to manage that for me?” 

“Don’t bother,” Walther said. “Let me deal with the RGA brass.” 

Harold sighed in relief. “Thank God I have you and Isolde for those things. 
Will you excuse me, I need to call someone.” He picked up the telephone on his 
desk and dialed Margaret’s number. “Hey Godmother, are you busy?” 

He continued, “Listen, I recetved a recent report from Sleipnir. The bishops 
want the ‘Office of Religion and Enrollment’ commissioned ASAP. They want to 
replace our losses in teachers and students.” 

Their conversation over the phone lasted for several minutes. After getting 
off the phone, he resumed his conversation with Walther. “Well, that’s problems 
solved. What are the other problems?” 

“Various Catholic organizations in this country are sympathetic to our cause. 
Why not recruit some of them?” 

“That’s a topic for another time, Walther. What’s next?” 

“Last, it’s vital that the Republic make GACSS self-sufficient. As it stands, 
the Ryanite SSE remains as the prime candidate.” 

“And how ate we supposed to make GACSS self-sufficient?” 

“We make important enterprises in the SSE public and use them to finance 
GACSS as non-profit fundraisers.” 

“You mean Henry and Nadine’s ‘Four Year Plan?” 

Walther nodded. “What they are doing to Wonderland, they will do the same 
to the Republic. It’s also our best shot at winning Brotzmanskrieg.” 

“Guess Pll be making arrangements to visit Philly later this month.” 

“Do you still want me to speak to RGA High Command on your behalf?” 

“Please do, Walther. I have other plans that demand my attention.” 

Walther left Harold’s art studio, closing the door behind him. Where are_you 
when I need you, Habfrida? Harold thought. 


2K KK 


(Ezght days later) 
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While enjoying eggs and bacon at the family breakfast table, Harold searched 
through a stack of newspapers. The newspapers were popular publications from 
all the Great Powers. One headline from an English-speaking Remnants 
newspaper caught his attention. “Ryanite Wrath: how RGA troops stormed the 
beaches of Other-Atlantic City,” it read. 

Bemused, Harold read the front-page article. “After days of bloody fighting, 
RGA naval infantry and MAFVs seized the hotels and resorts in Other-Atlantic 
City, Eden. Air attacks from Ryanite A-Wing bombers and attackers rained 
destruction on a major highway connecting the city and Other-Philadelphia.” 

Harold turned to the next page. Pictures of burnt-out miniature T-34 tanks 
and other MAFVs adorned it. The MAFVs, painted dark green, bore the 
Underground’s roundel: a red cross within a white diamond. 

“With Underground MAFVs knocked out, the road to Other-Philadelphia 
was open by the evening of 21% June,” the article continued. “That same night, 
RGA Fallschirmpager laanched an audacious ait assault into Other-Philadelphia.” 

A large picture of planes and paratroopers over nighttime sky, littered with 
spotlight and tracer fire, followed. “Troops from the 1st and 4 RGA Panzer 
Brigades linked up with the victorious paratroopers this morning. With Other- 
Philadelphia secured, RGA High Command is confident in their mission to secure 
Republic territory in the Otherworld from Underground forces.” 

“God bless the RGA,” Harold praised. He put the newspaper aside and 
looked at another one—an Underground publication. On the front page, the leader 
of the Underground awarded medals to A-Wing pilots at a ceremony. 

“Emperor Bernard Raynerson congratulated members of the 24 Bomber 
Wing at his Imperial Palace this past Sunday,” the article read. “The Bomber Wing 
was audacious in destroying the Remnants 3" Naval Fleet off the coast of Other- 
Florida. Their biggest kill: a 170,000 metric-ton capital ship, the Barbarossa.” 

The article went on to list the aerial formation’s achievements. After dumping 
the newspaper in the trash, Harold found a magazine from the Fellowship of 
Young Christians. “McAdams spearheads push for combatting childhood obesity 
in America’s schools,” the headline ran. 

The next magazine was a syndicated publication from the Eddie Mack 
Trading House. “Underground War Crimes and Von Brandt: Chasing an 
Interdimensional Terrorist,” the top headlines read. 

Fascinated, Harold tread about the Underground’s war crimes. “The 
warmongering Underground is no different in Brotzmanskrieg than they were 
during the Rosy War!” Images of bombers dropping bombs and censored images 
of destroyed buildings and corpses accompanied the text. 

“Hundreds of Underground A-Wing bombers laid waste to the Remnants’ 
industrial city of ‘Freiheit? Monday night. Elements of the Underground 24% 
Bomber Wing dropped incendiary bombs over residential areas, barbecuing 
thousands as they slept.” 

The powerful depictions of Underground atrocities horrified Harold. The 
further he read, the more disgusted he became. He moved on to the other 
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headline story. “A mysterious and treacherous girl is fleeing Remnants justice. 
Matilde Geralyn von Brandt is wanted for orchestrated a campaign of anti-war 
demonstrations and terrorism across Neudeutschland.” 

The article showed an old school portrait of Ostara. “Prime Minister Lester 
von Baumgartner decried Ms. von Brandt’s actions on Monday. “This former 
classmate from NPEA Rakonitz has caused us unwanted suffering, von 
Baumgartner declared to an emergency session of Parliament.” 

Last in the pile of publications was the GACSS’s own Catholic School Observer. 
The headline read, “Economic miracle comes to Ryanite SSE!” 

About time our SSE experienced some good, Harold thought. 

“For the first time in years, the Ryanite Secret School Economy has achieved 
much-awaited gains under the GACSS. In Wonderland, industries are now 
churning out more goods today than they did during the Rosy War. Economic 
experts are reporting a whopping sixty-six percent boost in productivity.” 

The article continued, “Thanks to ambitious moves by the Republic, our SSE 
is projected to be at the forefront of sustaining and expanding the GACSS. The 
ongoing Brotzmanskrieg conflict is expected to stimulate further growth.” 

Harold smiled. Now, this is a true success story. His satphone vibrated on the 
table. “Hello,” he spoke into the phone. 

“State Chancellor, this is Sleipnir,” Walther responded. “Your request to join 
Cardinal Wolk on a trip to the Vatican on June 25" was accepted.” 

“And this is with the usual parties?” 

“Korrekt,” answered Walther. 

“Danke Sleipnir,” Harold said. “See you around.” He hung up the satphone 
and sighed at the clothes he was wearing. This morning he was dressed in a female 
Bishop Dowell uniform and a brown braided wig. 

2K 

Halfrida arrived in the kitchen, wearing her brother’s school uniform, 
yawning. She pointed and giggled at the clothes her brother wore. “You grew up 
playing with my dolls and enjoyed wearing my clothes! And now Brotzmanskrieg has 
given you a perfect pretext to crossdress!” 

“Oh, shut up,” Harold scoffed, “I only crossdress whenever Pm under 
wartime stress. That six hour military parade you’ve arranged is one example!” 

“Sure, whatever you say.” Halfrida rolled her eyes. 

“Also, I thought you weren’t going to stay here for long!” 

“T know, but as long as you’re at an audience with His Holiness, ?’m staying.” 
Halfrida pulled up a chair at the table. “Oh, um, did Walther call you just now?” 

“Uh-huh,” answered Harold. “He said that I got a green light for my visit.” 

“Lucky you,” She chuckled, “You get to go on a trip to Rome, while I get to 
run your shenanigans while you’re away.” 

“Even though we’ve been to Europe at least twenty times during our 
childhood, the Vatican included,” Harold mentioned. “What else is there to see?” 

“Tt’s not like you had a choice in the matter, Harold.” Halfrida sighed. “I love 
to go, but because you defeated me in a game of chess, so that’s not happening.” 
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He set the copy of CSO aside and eyed his sister. “But you lost on purpose.” 

Halfrida nodded. “Okay, so I did,’ she confessed. “Harold, I want to learn 
what it’s like to be State Chancellor. If you don’t want to go to the Vatican, do you 
want to switch places?” 

Harold shook his head. “Let’s just stick to the original plan.” 

“Come on, we both know that there is no third option,” she reminded him. 
“Admit it, Harold: you want to cling to the Rebirth’s coattails as much as I do.” 

“Uh, I guess,” muttered Harold. “It’s just that...?’m kind of nervous on what 
youre going to do with the Republic Program while I’m away. Ever since you 
returned to the US, you kept babbling about a Reichstag Fire over the horizon. On 
the flipside, you and Margaret’s sister had a blast reading Catholic, Reluctantly.” 

“True, but it’s a possibility that we have to anticipate at some point.” 

“Well, according to the paranoid fantasies of my tomboy sister.” 

Halfrida laughed. “And weren’t you planning to offer me a birthday gift?” 

“What kind of gift?” Harold mused. 

“An eight-hundred millimeter railway supergun, modelled after the Schwerer 
Gustav,’ Halfrida answered. “It’s something that I’ve always wanted in life.” 

Harold gasped in shock. “Who do you think I am, Gerald Bull?” 

“Did I say I was going to invade the oil fields of Kuwait?” Halftida smirked. 
“Kidding aside, I asked our Opa’s friends in the NRA if owning one is protected 
under the Second Amendment.” 

“What did they say?” Harold wondered. 

“They thought I was crazy,” Halfrida replied. “Apparently, a teenage girl 
owning a military-grade, multibillion dollar supergun is absurd and unheard of.” 

Harold smacked his forehead with his hand. “Gosh, you’re hopeless...” 

“Or so my brother thinks,” Halfrida gigeled. “Don’t worry, Harold; nothing 
is going to happen while you’re away. I guarantee it.” 

“T hope so,” Harold said. The doorbell rang. “Who is that, Halftida?” 

From the living room, the twins watched their mother open the front door. 
They saw Margaret and Jennifer standing on the porch. Mrs. Brotzman turned to 
her children. “Kinder,” she told them, “Your Freunde are here.” 

The twins rushed to the doorway. Their mother stepped aside. “Margaret, 
Jennifer,” they said, “What are you both here?” 

Margaret’s jaw dropped upon seeing the twins. “Which one is Harold?” 

Halfrida tapped on Harold’s shoulder. “That’s my brother and ’m Halfrida.” 

“T don’t get it,” Jennifer muttered, confused. “Why are they crossdressing?” 

“Look,” Margaret told Harold, “I know that we’re going to Rome and the 
Vatican, but let’s do a little shopping at the Tyson Corner Center first.” 

“Sounds good to me,” Harold replied. 

“Mind if I tag along?” Halfrida requested. “I know I’m not leaving the 
country, but my Matz wanted me to look after my brother.” She turned to her 
mother. “Isn’t that right, Must” 

Mrs. Brotzman nodded. “Danke Mutti,’ winked Halfrida. 
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“Harold, Halfrida,’ Jennifer suggested, “You two should change into 
something more comfortable.” 

“Good idea,” Harold agreed. “Showing up in “zs is a little too much.” 

“Yeah, go right ahead,” Margaret added. 

The twins ran upstairs and changed out of their Bishop Dowell uniforms. 
They returned to the front door as identical twin sisters wearing matching summer 
dresses, handbags and sandals. 

“You and their father have no problems with them crossdressing?” Jennifer 
asked Mts. Brotzman. 

“Not at all,” she replied, her children stepping into the porch. “Have fun, 
Kinder. Stay safe and stick together now!” Mrs. Brotzman closed the front door. 

Margaret wondered, “Are we taking the bus, Harold?” 

“Why should we take the bus, when I got a bulletproof Mercedes that Horst 
Brotzman gave me as a birthday giftr’” Halfrida dialed on her satphone. 

KKK 
(One hour later) 

The Brotzman twins escaped from the sweltering, steamy summer heat 
outside the parking lot with Margaret and her sister. Inside, the air-conditioned 
shopping mall was packed with hundreds of wandering shoppers. Packs of teenage 
youths went from store to store, carrying shopping bags from various chains. A 
few boys were present, but the vast majority was girls. Some even had older sisters 
or their mothers accompanying them. 

Harold breathed a sigh of relief. Wow, nobody here realizes that I’m a boy. 

Jennifer walked behind Halfrida and her sister, texting school friends on her 
iPhone. Margaret chatted with Halfrida as they strolled. “This mall is pretty huge,” 
Halfrida commented. “Got any ideas where we are, Margaret?” 

Margaret stopped between the entrances of Forever 21 and Victoria Secret. A 
few girls with shopping bags from both stores gossiped as they passed her. “We’re 
on the first floor, and this is the northeast wing.” She noticed a map of the mall on 
a column beside a booth selling sunglasses to tourists. “Let’s look at the map,” 
Margaret pointed. 

The map depicted the floorplans for the whole complex. Three floors of 
store chains shared the space between a Macy’s, a Nordstrom, a Bloomingdales 
and a Lord Taylor. Up ahead, past the nearby booth, was the food court. 

“Ooh,” Jennifer blurted, pointing her finger at the second floor, “They’ve a 
got an American Girl store. Margaret, we’ve need to go there!” 

“You're still trying to complete your collection?” Margaret adjusted her 
glasses. “I thought you completed the whole set.” 

“Jen, you collect the dolls too?” Halfrida cooed. “What are you missing?” 

“Molly McIntire,” Jennifer answered. “You know what P’m talking about.” 

Halfrida gigeled. “Who says you can’t have fun during wartime?” 

“T know, rightr” gieeled Jennifer. “Think you buy the doll and all the 
accessoties for me, Halfrida?” 
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“Let me check.” Halfrida fumbled into her handbag to retrieve her money 
purse. The purse was bloated with thick wads of US hundred dollar bills. “Sure, I 
got thirty thousand dollars to burn on a lavish shopping trip.” 

A diligent teenage boy approached Harold, his friend watching them from 
the food court. He sat a table at a McDonald’s, alone. 

“Hi,” the boy greeted. He gawked at Harold’s clean-shaven legs. 

Plattered, Harold smiled. “Oh hey,” he said in his best Halfrida impression. 
His sister and the Richardson girls faced the boy. 

The boy complimented Harold. “You look kind of cute.” 

“Why, thank you.” Harold tilted his head, twirling the tresses of his wig. 

Her hand inside her handbag, Halfrida released the safety on her Cz75 
Tactical Sports, a Czech handgun chambered for .40 S&W. “Is there anything I 
can help your” Halfrida asked in a polite tone. 

“Are you ‘her’ twin sister?” the boy pondered. 

Halfrida nodded. “I am,” she answered. “Um, can I help your” 

As the conversation continued, sweat rolled down Margaret’s face. Her eyes 
darted around the area, looking for mall security. Jennifer’s iPhone received a new 
text message. She whipped out her phone and responded with a rapid rejoinder 
from her thumbs. 

“T would like to spend time with your ‘sister,”’ the boy entreated. 

“You do?” Harold held onto his hand. “Yes, I would love too!” 

“Do you realize what you are saying...?” Halfrida bit her tongue. 

Harold winked. “Trust me,” he whispered. “I know this Jackbooter too well.” 
Harold eyed the boy and spoke in his girly voice. “Why don’t we go to the 
Starbucks at the food court? Just between you and me, got it?” 

“Sure,” the boy agreed. 

“Go on ahead to American Girl,” Harold told his sister and the Richardson 
girls. “Let’s meet up again at the Barnes and Noble a few doors down from that 
store. Sounds fair?”’ 

Halfrida whispered in Harold’s ear, “If you say so.” 


“Trust me,” Harold assured her, “T’ll be fine.” 
2k KK 
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In the food court, seated at a corner in a Starbucks, Harold gazed at the 
Jackbooter as he waited for the barista. Three loud teenage girls, at a table in front 
of Harold, obstructed his view of him. With his legs crossed, Harold eavesdropped 
on the other girls as they exchanged gossip. 

A raven-haired girl stared at her smartphone. She was a reading a front page 
article on The New York Times. “Maddie, Caitlin, did you know that someone stole 
a plane from an aviation museum?” 

“What kind of plane was it?” the second girl asked. 

“A Messerschmitt Me262 fighter jet,” the first answered. 

“Think it was the youths without phone numbers or addresses?” the third 
pondered, referring to the Remnants. “I bet the Lovers were behind it.” 
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“That kind of plane is something a Nazi Don Corleone would design,” the 
second added, referring to Horst Brotzman. 

The girls gigeled as they scooted from their chairs and grabbed shopping 
bags and purses. They passed by Harold with smiles on their faces. 

That wasn’t regular gossip. Harold grew suspicious. Those girls just now were speaking 
Alesopian—the language of Aesop. I’m sure they're not Ryanites with access to GACSS’s SSE. 

The Jackbooter placed two Grande-sized cups of coffee on the table. He and 
Harold said grace before drinking. As he held his cup, Harold winked at the 
Jackbooter. “You're ‘Renault’ from Our Lady of Fatima Catholic High School in 
Pairfax, right?” 

“Guilty as charged.” He sipped his coffee and set his cup aside. “That’s not 
my real name, in case you’re not from this Diocese. Which school do you attend?” 

Harold lied, “St. Eustace Catholic High School for Girls.” 

“One of the five high schools that the Archdiocese of Philadelphia wanted to 
close,” he commented. “Not too shabby, knowing what you gals did in January.” 

“So tell me, Renault, why’d you approach mer” 

“T saw your sister flashing fat stacks of Benjamin Franklins.” The Jackbooter 
relaxed his hand. “Most girls our age don’t even have that kind of money. She 
could here to visit the family-owned antique store next to Barnes and Noble.” 

Harold dropped the cup on the table. “What’s going on over there?” 

“As a part-timer there, let me tell you a secret,” he told Harold. “Besides 
antiques and curiosities, we also sell off-world imports.” 

“By ‘off-world imports,’ you mean Anomalies and ACP detectors?” 

“Yes, and we even sell goods from the Dweller World at a fixed price.” He 
whispered in Harold’s ear. “Just say ‘wartime stress relief at the counter and we'll 
show you stuff we don’t sell to most customers.” 

Intrigued, Harold asked, “Care to take a lady like me there?” 

“Tt is an honor for a gentleman like me to escort you there,” he replied. 

Upstairs, Harold and Renault entered the antique store. The store, unlike the 
rest of the mall, was visited by people sixty years and over. A few Ryanites in 
uniform browsed the wares on sale. Like the three girls at the Starbucks, their 
innocuous vocabulary conveyed ulterior meanings. 

At the store counter, a Ryanite boy smiled at Harold. “A hundred thousand 
welcomes to Old World Antiques and Curiosities, Madame,” he greeted. 

“Hello there,” Harold said. “?’m looking for some ‘wartime stress relief.” 

“You ate?” The store clerk beckoned, “Please follow me.” 

“Tl take care of the front, now that I’m no longer on break,” Renault stated. 

The store clerk escorted Harold walked to a nearby white door. He inserted a 
key into the keyhole and turned it. The door opened, Harold and the clerk entered 
a back room. In the back room, two shelve contained several different Anomalies 
on sale. A third shelf housed ACP detectors for hunting ACPs in the Otherworld. 

“How'd you get a hold of these?” 

“Can I trust your” 

“Just like you, ’m a Ryanite with access to our SSE.” 
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“Fine, I'll tell you: some RGA boys in civilian clothes stopped by to deliver 
this stuff from the Otherworld.” The clerk scratched the back of his head. “The 
Underground garrison in Other-Philly won’t need them anymore.” 

He crossed his arms. “Since you don’t look like a troublemaker to me, buy 
whatever you want.” 

Harold walked up to the shelves. The prices for the special items ranged from 
$5,000 to $75,000. Harold grabbed an ACP detector. “Dll take one of these. How 
much do you want for this?” 

“Five thousand—take it or leave it.” 

Harold opened his money purse. “You got yourself a deal then.” 

KK 


(Seven days later) 

On the balcony of the Avalon Hotel in Wonderland, Halfrida made her last 
appearance as ‘State Chancellor’, standing behind a podium. Crossdressing in her 
brother’s school uniform, Halfrida watched columns of RGA soldiers assemble at 
the town square below. She held a grip on the papers on the podium. 

Walther, Isolde and Lester were beside her. 

Downstairs, outside the lobby, a band of RGA soldiers banged war drums 
and blew bugles, as if summoning the troops. Republic ensigns draped buildings 
and were carried by squads of soldiers in leather trench coats. Remnants news 
crews pointed cameras at Halfrida. And the jackbooted and coal-scuttle helmeted 
Ryanites faced her in an upright posture. 

Everyone in attendance knew that Halfrida was angry. “Soldiers of the RGA, 
you are all called here because of the terrible Incident that happened two days ago. 
On a bright summer day in Harrisburg, a school massacre worse than Columbine 
occurred at a Diocesan-run summer school.” 

The blood coursing through Halfrida’s veins boiled with rage. “Five boys, 
armed with fuel-air bombs and heavy machine guns, butchered two hundred fifty 
Ryanites in cold blood. Hundreds more were taken hostage in the gymnasium for 
eight hours before dying in a firefight with the police.” 

“As you all know, our nation is horrified by the military-like precision behind 
this massacre,” stated Halfrida. “None of the five boys were Ryanites. Yet few are 
aware of the boys’ hatred of Ryanites!”’ 

“Why the hatred of us, you ask? In short, not everyone in this country and 
elsewhere appreciates our work to build a Greater Catholic Education. For some, 
there is a biased belief that the GACSS is the reincarnation of the Third Reich. 
That we were harboring neo-Nazis, neo-Fascists and other Far Right types seeking 
to destroy America from within. These absurd beliefs, Kameraden, are what led to 
Thursday’s killings.” 

A tear rolled across Halfrida’s cheek. “And what pains me the most are the 
families of the slain Ryanites. Those brief clips on CNN and Fox News of friends 
and loved ones attending yesterday’s candlelight vigil broke my heart. Never 
before have I been able to shed a tear of empathy.” 
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“While America mourns, our ally demands vengeance,” Halfrida shouted, 
banging the podium with a clenched fist. “In Harrisburg, there were those seeking 
to bungle the Rebirth: the Gray Knights, a neo-Fascist paramilitary cabal. But 
others helped them to do it. Last night, the infamous Matilde Geralyn von Brandt 
claimed credit for the massacre on Remnants television.” 

From a small compartment inside the podium, Halfrida grabbed a bottle of 
water and gulped half of it. Putting it away, she continued. “To quote von Brandt 
herself, ‘a Fourth Reich is being born in America’s Catholic schools. Their resolve 
clouded, most Americans remain insensitive to its birthing pains. Even after Roe ». 
Wade, their decision to legalize abortion, they chose not to abort that monstrosity! 
Therefore, our actions at Harrisburg were to expose the Brotzmans and protect 
the millions of Jews and non-Aryans in the US.” 

“T hate to admit this, but my family played a role in this girl’s ‘Catholic 
education’ at NPEA Rakonitz,” detested Halfrida. “The three standing beside me 
tonight were former classmates of hers. They attested that she was trained to be a 
fighter for another terrorist organization, Werwo/f’ Armed and dangerous, von 
Brandt remains at large!” 

“As soldiers of the RGA, I ask you to help our ally bring von Brandt to 
justice,” she exhorted. “Any soldier or officer encountering von Brandt in the field 
is hereby ordered to capture or kill her. The ones who succeed will be awarded 200 
million American dollars.” 

Closing her speech, Halfrida declared, “This recent act of terrorism in 
Harrisburg must not go unpunished! Together, let us hunt down the terrorists at 
the airports or at the toilet! We'll slaughter them in an outhouse, end of story!” 

The troops clapped. Halfrida whispered in Lester’s ear. “Is my secret network 
of safe houses established, along with my mercenary death squads?” 

“Jawohl, Fraulein Brotzman,’ Lester whispered back. “Oh, and make sure to 
send Ostara’s head on a silver platter, okay?” 

“Consider it done,” said Halfrida. 

“Will your brother or the Church tolerate these extrajudicial killings?” 

“Who’s going to ask questions, Herr Baumgartner? As of now, I’m a girl 
without a phone number or an address. I don’t exist. The blood will not be on my 
hands, my brother’s or anyone else’s.” 

“T hope you know what you are doing, Halfrida,” Walther spoke to her. “At 
some point, this will endanger everything we’ve worked for.” 

“Believe me, Walther,” asserted Halfrida, “This has to be done.” 
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Chapter Nine: Butter, Not Guns 
(Ryanite Chorus; July 5-18", 2012) 


“It is imperative that GACSS build relations with new allies. Eddie Mack is one example.” 
-Walther Schaffer, Intelligence Report 06222012 


window. The window overlooked the driveway, lawn and street in front of 

the house she was staying. With her hand wrapped around a Browning Hi- 
Power handgun, Ostara scanned for suspicious persons or vehicles outside. From 
the doorway behind her, Julie Mays knocked on the doot. 

Heart racing, paranoia surging, Ostara twitled and pointed the Browning’s 
barrel at Julie’s head. “Careful Ostara,”’ Julie reminded, “Not every American 
wants your head on a silver platter.” 

Relieved, Ostara pulled the gun away from Julie, her finger’s grip on the 
trigger loosening. “Was that you knocking on the door?” 

Julie nodded. “That was me.” 

Ostara sighed. “Don’t scare me like that, I almost shot you!” 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to. It’s just that...” 

“Something I can help you with?” Ostara wondered. 

“No,” she explained. “I made dinner for the two of us. My parents are in DC, 
so feel free to eat as much as you like.” 

“Danke.” Ostara unloaded the magazine inside the Browning and settled 
them on a nightstand. “Can I tell you something?” 

“Well, you are in my bedroom, so tell me anything.” Julie sat down on her 
bed, beckoning Ostara to join her. “Tell me, Matilde, what is on your mind?” 

Ostara described her concerns. “I find it surreal that my childhood returned 
to haunt me in this country. Julie, aren’t you worried about this ‘Greater American 
Catholic School System?” 

“T do,” she agreed. “I wished this poison we used on Harold, four months 
ago, wotked. Maybe then, GACSS would not have appeared.” 

“You actually used the poison I gave your” Ostara pondered. 

“T know, I was supposed to use it on Halfrida,” Julie replied. “But she was 
nowhere to be seen, so I ordered the DuPonts to poison him instead.” 

“Do you know what happened to them after they infiltrated Bishop Dowell?” 

“The police found their bodies in the Potomac back in September. Both were 
shot multiple times with two different handguns.” Julie shivered. “And now, I am 
afraid Harold has fallen under the sway of his sister.” 

Curious, Ostara asked, “Have you met Halfrida? How is she like?” 

“They were an odd pair,” described Julie. “On playdates, back when we were 
little, Halftida competed in sports and Harold painted and did mock speeches. 
They always preferred the company of the opposite gender. The twins I know 
today are different.” 


0): a hot night in July, Ostara peered through the curtain blinds of a bedroom 
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“What caused them to changer” 

“T don’t know,” Julie answered. “Matilde, what are we supposed to do?” 

Ostata suggested, “To stop the Brotzmans, we need to rally the Great 
Powers. Only they can stop them. But to do that, I need to seek asylum in the 
Dweller World.” 

“T don’t know, Matilde,” questioned Julie. “Can the Underground, FYC, 
Union and IDA stop the Brotzmans?” 

Ostara nodded her head. “You'll know why soon enough.” She reached for 
the remote, lying on the bed. Pointing the remote at a television in front of the 
bed, Ostara pushed the power button. 

The television set tuned to a news channel. “Worst school shooting in US 
history baffles investigators,” the headline ran. A news anchorwoman covered the 
latest news surrounding the incident. Coverage was accompanied by aerial views of 
the school building, police cars and SWAT teams encircling it. 

“The Incident happened last Thursday, and people are still talking about it?” 
Julie said. “Why are the police ‘baffled’?” 

“Nothing made sense to them,” explained Ostara. “Though professional and 
ruthless, the shooters had military grade equipment, used booby traps and lacked 
motives or even identities.” 

Two images of the shooters’ explosives, traps and detonators appeared on 
screen. One depicted shaped-charge explosives wrapped in metal plates and 
detonators disguised as mechanical pencils. The other showed tripwire connected 
to a suspended bouquet of egg-shaped hand grenades with gray-colored fuze caps. 

At the same time, the news anchor conversed with two analysts, a youth 
psychologist and a former police chief. Ostara laughed at their cluelessness. 

“Your fellow countrymen are comparing it to another Columbine or Virginia 
Tech!” she said. “Meanwhile on Remnants television, fascistic diva Halfrida 
compared the shooting to the Reichstag Fire!” 

“Why the Reichstag Fire?” asked Julie. 

“The school shooting angered Halfrida,” said Ostara. “She’s embarking on a 
manhunt to punish me and others opposing her family. Over three hundred 
people have died of cancer, heart attacks, and suspicious suicides.” 

Julie added, “Where was Harold when this happened?” 

“At a five-star hotel in Rome, on a visit to the Vatican with Cardinal Wolk,” 
said Ostara. “Julie, you need to understand that these people are dangerous. This is 
why I need to go to the Dweller World and rally the Great Powers against the 
Brotzmans.” 

“T understand. Should we leave tonight?” 

“Nein, I should rest for the night first. ll leave before dawn.” 

“Wait, I’m not supposed to follow your” 

“With the DuPonts dead, I need you to infiltrate Bishop Dowell for me.” 

KKK 


(Five days later) 
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In a presidential suite, several miles beneath the surface, Halfrida studied a 
map of the Dweller World at a dining table. The map, based on a North American 
map, depicted major Dweller cities and towns, tunnels and landmarks. On 
Minnesota, Iowa, Missouri, Arkansas and most of Louisiana, a dark shade of blue 
signified a large body of water there. 

Grabbing a red wax pencil among various colored ones from tin box, 
Halfrida drew X marks on several locations. The Xs meant possible Ostara 
sightings in the Dweller World. She took a green wax pencil and circled a black 
squate on southwest Indiana, labelled “Mothers Den.” 

From the doorway on her left, the Lovers appeared in the suite’s dining hall. 
Walther carried a local Dweller newspaper with him. Staring at the map, Halfrida 
declared, “Welcome to Mothers Den, Kameraden. I trust your arrival here was not 
a troublesome one?” 

“Getting here was an issue,” Walther told Halfrida, giving her the newspaper. 
“Don’t believe me? Read the newspaper.” 

Halfrida glanced at the newspaper. “Independent Dweller Party backs 
Emperor Raynerson’s Underground,’ the headline proclaimed. “On Sunday, 
Dweller Prime Minister Vincent Ludwig unveiled support for the Catholic School 
Underground’s wat against the Ryanites. “The GACSS has its crosshairs on the 
Dweller World, too,’ Ludwig declared to Parliament.” 

Folding the newspaper in half, Halfrida returned it to Walther. “As expected 
of Underground lapdogs,” she scorned. “That Dweller government in Bad Moon, 
beneath San Antonio, is a freaking joke! Who voted for that charming Mafioso?” 

Isolde snickered. “Who said the Dweller World was a Democracy, Halfrida? 
Everyone knows the IDP is a center-left party with ties to the Dweller Mafia.” 

“And down here, some things never change.” Walther leaned on the wall 
next to the doorway. “But that’s not the worst part.” 

“There’s more?” Halfrida pondered. 

Walther nodded. “The IDA has started erecting jammers to prevent us from 
accessing the Dweller World through our Teleportation Transponders. Meanwhile, 
the IDA and the Underground’s remain operational.” 

“Is that so?” Halfrida stepped away from the table. She approached a 
Teleportation Transponder, placed on a wine-stained rug in the other side of the 
dining hall. Slamming a Teleport Anomaly into its slot, Halfrida watched the 
Transponder flicker to life. No silver door appeared above it. 

Walther sighed. “I guess Horst was right: Halfrida can be hardheaded at 
times,” he whispered in his wife’s ear. 

“Didn’t he say it runs in his family?” Isolde whispered back. 

“Something like that,” recalled Walther. 

Halfrida eyed the Lovers. “Has RGA High Command anticipated this?” 

“They responded with their own jammers in RGA-controlled areas,” Walther 
informed her. “That should stop enemy commandos from attacking GACSS.” 

“In short, you and your death squads have caused trouble for all of us, not 


just the GACSS,” added Isolde. 
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Enraged, Halfrida shouted, “Dammit, this has to be Ostara’s doing!” 

“You still haven’t figured it out?” Walther clapped, yawning. “Well done.” 

“Tsolde, has the IDA sealed off all entry points into the Dweller World?” 
Halfrida asked her. 

She noted, “As of now, there is one access point to the surface. But thanks to 
you, the IDs are hostile to the GACSS. We don’t have much time.” 

“Are you deciding to call off this manhunt?” Walther wondered. “It’s about 
time, because Isolde and I hate killing innocents unconnected to the Incident.” 

Halfrida shook her head. “Not yet, Walther,” she said. “There’s no way I’m 
going back to Arlington. I still have my old cover in Nebraska.” 

Walther raised an eyebrow. “You mean that other offer we gave your” 

“Find more of my family’s old associates or at least their descendants, 
Halfrida droned. “That’s what you told me at my family’s estate last year.” 

“Ja, that sounds Korreke,” Walther noted. “And did you meet one of them?” 

Halfrida nodded. “He’s an old friend of mine, the great-grandson of one of 
the Richardson’s old henchmen.” 

“Aren’t you going to recruit him?” Isolde pondered. 

“He has yet to prove himself, Isolde,” Halfrida refused. “Give him time.” 

“That leaves us with one,” said Walther. “Have you found others?” 

“Nope,” replied Halfrida. “But if I do, ’m going to give them time to prove 
their worth as well.” 

“Do you what you have to do, Halfrida,” Isolde told her. “But remember, 
nobody’s telling you to go that far.” 

“I know,” said Halfrida. “Besides, I want only the best for my brother’s 
paramilitary bodyguard unit. The ones he has right now are unsuitable to him!” 

“Well played,” praised Walther. “Don’t forget, Halfrida, we still need to 
escape the Dweller World. I suggest we leave tonight if we want to continue 
helping Harold on this family quest.” 

“Okay, but what about Ostara? We can’t afford to let her evade justice.” 

“For now, let her go. Too much blood has been spilt in our name.” Walther 
pointed at the ceiling. “Upstairs, the FBI is now searching for your death squads.” 

“Even then, they will continue searching for Ostara,” Isolde added. “If they 
can’t find her, tell them to lay low until a new lead appears.” 

“What happens if I run out of money, Isolde?” Halfrida shuddered. 

“Then you have no other choice but to recall them back to Neuberlin. Even 
so, your two-hundred million dollar bounty stands, because Horst is paying that.” 

Walther asked Halfrida, “Can we go now? I’m tired of all this waiting.” 

“My husband has a point, Halfrida,’ Isolde said. “It’s best that you listen 
when we tell you something.” 

“Fine,” motioned Halfrida, “Lead the way.” 

After folding the map, the Lovers escorted Halfrida out of the dining hall. 
They travelled past a living room and exited the suite through its double doors. 
Outside in the hallway, the Lovers strolled to a nearby elevator. 
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Standing in front of the doors, Halfrida hanged a ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign over 
the doorknob. As the elevator doors opened and the Lovers stepped into the 
elevator, she scurried towards them. The doors closed once Halftrida entered. 

2K 

A heavy downpour descended upon Northeast Philadelphia after nightfall. 
Thunder rumbled and lightning bolts flashed over Cardinal McDougal, an 
abandoned Catholic high school under renovation. Throughout the perimeter, 
teams of Ryanites in rain ponchos patrolled its eighty-acre campus with flashlights 
and radios. German Shepherds and Rottweilers accompanied them. 

On the building’s third floor, the doors of a ThyssenKrupp elevator opened. 
Harold and Margaret, with leather overcoats over their school uniforms, stepped 
into a long hallway. Margaret carried a leather briefcase as she followed him. A 
pair of handcuffs bounded her wrist to its brass handle. 

“So this is supposed to be Plaidstadt?” Margaret commented. 

“This is it, Margaret,” Harold answered, adjusting his tie. “Everything here 
will look nice once the renovations are complete.” 

Several raindrops fell on Margaret head. She stopped, looked upward, and 
noticed water leaking from the ceiling. “Um, is the roof leaking or something?” 

Harold glanced at the ceiling. He discovered more leaks. “Do you know how 
long this school has been closed?” 

“Three years, according to His Eminence,” Margaret recalled, referring to 
Cardinal Wolk. “I heard the Archdiocese wanted to renovate this place 
themselves, except the money wasn’t there. Thus explains why they hired 
MacDonald Realty to do the repairs.” 

They continued walking until stopping at a set of double doors, halfway 
across the hall. Margaret pointed at the doors. “Is that your personal office?” 

Harold nodded. He inserted a key into a keyhole and unlocked the doors. 
Opening them, he motioned Margaret to enter. “Ladies first,” he muttered. 

Margaret giggled as she went inside. Harold followed her. 

The State Chancellor’s office, large and spacious, occupied the two 
classrooms on the central wing of the third floor. The rubble of an old, plastered 
wall remained in the center of the office. Next to the doorway, Harold and 
Margaret took off their overcoats. They hanged them on an empty coat rack 
before approaching an oak-furnished desk on the other side. 

At the desk, Harold sat on the desk’s comfy chair. Placing the briefcase on 
the desk, Margaret unlocked the handcuffs. Harold rotated the briefcase, showing 
Margaret a combination lock. With her thumbs, she twitled the numbered slots on 
the case before opening it. 

Looking inside, Harold grabbed a composition folder from a stack of other 
folders. He opened it and skimmed through the documents. “Ah, this one must be 
the one from RGA High Command,” Harold noted. 

“What does it say?” Margaret pondered. 
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““To assist in the general defense of the GACSS, High Command will be 
establishing a home army, the Vo/ksarmee,”’ Harold read a passage aloud. “They 
are also asking me to take command of this outfit because of the Incident.” 

“Can you do it?” 

“Tl do what I can, but I’m not a soldier. ?ve never been in combat.” 

“Still, it pays to have a voice of reason around here.” 

“T guess you're right, Margaret.” Harold pulled another folder from the 
briefcase. “Here we go; this one comes from my sister.” 

“Halfrida gave that to your Are you sure she’s still in this country?” 

“Without a doubt,” said Harold. He read the document from Halfrida. 

“What does it say, Harold?” 

“Since the IDs are now at war with GACSS, Halfrida suggests we search for 
allies in the Catholic world,” Harold stated. “By ‘allies’, she’s referring to people 
like the Bauers or the Great Powers occupying the rest of the Otherworld.” 

“Isn’t Hannelore Bauer one of ours?” 

Harold nodded. “Yet my sister is not thinking of finding people to fight 
alongside the RGA. Instead, she’s talking about Secret School Economies and 
firms willing to manufacture weapons for the Ryanite war effort.” 

“That’s understandable, seeing how most RGA equipment is second-rate 
weaponry from the Remnants,” mentioned Margaret. “And we both know the 
Remnants will sell us guns, bullets, MAFVs and A-Wings for a huge price.” 

“Right, but Halfrida’s idea is so petty,” Harold added. “She wants us, the 
GACSS, to dabble in arms sales. Even if the Lovers bribed me, there’s no way ?m 
doing that!” He sighed, placing the folder back in the briefcase. “When will my 
sister learn that every problem cannot be solved with a gun?” 

“What are you implying?” Margaret mused. 

“Margaret, power stems from butter, not guns,” explained Harold. He held 
up his index finger and thumb, placing them a few inches apart. “Raw, naked 
displays of violence will take us this far. Violence creates backlash, backlash yields 
resistance, and resistance causes problems.” 

Intrigued, Margaret raised an eyebrow. “Go on.” 

“Take the other SSEs coexisting alongside our own,” Harold illustrated. 
“Every school year, whether weekdays or weekends, Jackbooters are running 
businesses. They buy, sell, and, trade goods and services. Or in the Western 
Commonwealth’s case, theyre Catravaneers roaming the land for one of their 
Trading Houses.” 

“Too true,” agreed Margaret. 

Harold continued, “If we focus on butter—to rebuild our SSE, GACSS will be 
in a good position. We barter our wares with other SSEs for things we do need.” 

“What can we gain through trade and barter?” 

“Cash, bonds, rare Anomalies, gold, silver, platinum, diamonds, you name it. 
That’s money we could use to repair our aging schools, introduce new afterschool 
clubs and electives. We can even use that to finance OORE and invite more 
youths to attend our schools.” 
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Margaret paused. “I see where you’re going at, Harold. That means not 
having RGA troops garrison every non-Ryanite school as security guards.” 

“That’s right,” concurred Harold. “Thanks to Halfrida’s absurd manhunt for 
Ostara, Walther and Isolde are beginning to see things our way.” 

“Why do I get the feeling that you want me to embark on another trip?” 

“It’s because I have an idea.” Harold opened a drawer in his desk and pulled 
out a pen and notepad. He wrote someone’s contact information on it and gave 
the pad to Margaret. “Consider this an early birthday gift from me. Tell Eddie 
Mack and his Trading House in Bel-Air that I sent you, okay?” 

Margaret got off the chair and took the notepad. “T’ll let them know.” 

As she went to the door, Harold told her, “Oh, and take your time with that 
errand of mine, Margaret.” 

“Pm sure I will”? Margaret grabbed her overcoat from the coat rack and left 
Harold’s office. 

2 KK 
(Seven days later) 

Margaret stepped into her home’s backyard patio, dressed in her school 
uniform with her purse and suitcase. The morning sun greeted Margaret on her 
birthday. She spotted Isolde sitting at a nearby glass table, reading Asphalt Tribe. 
The summer wedge heel on her right foot dangled as she read with her legs 
crossed. Tanja sat on the wooden floor next to Isolde, her tongue sticking out. 
The German Shepherd’s tail wagged in joy upon seeing Margaret. 

“Good morning, Isolde,” Margaret greeted. 

Isolde placed the book on the table. “Herzchen Ghickwunsch zum Geburtstag! 
Kameradin Margaret, I made sure to remember that today was your birthday.” 

Relieved, Margaret said, “Danke schén, Isolde.” 

“Kein Problem,” \solde added. “Is there a treason why you contacted me?” 

“There is.” Margaret approached the other chair, where Isolde’s purse rested. 
She placed her suitcase on the floor and hanged her purse on the chair. Isolde 
removed her purse, allowing Margaret to sit. “Kamerad Harold...State Chancellor 
Brotzman wants me to visit Eddie Mack at his family estate in Bel-Air.” 

Isolde assumed, “The Jackbooter who runs the Eddie Mack Trading House?” 

“The very same,” confirmed Margaret. 

“Does Harold want me or Walther to accompany you?” 

“No, that won’t be necessary.” 

“Then why did you call me here?” 

“T need someone to take care of things while ’'m gone,” Margaret explained. 
“There’s a lot of paperwork in my room, which the Republic’s Office of Religion 
and Enrollment wants filled out. Since all of it is encrypted on my laptop, nobody 
will know that you were helping me this whole time.” 

Margaret eyed Tanja. “Moreover, Harold’s staying at Sch/off Schwarzenstein, the 
RGA’s deep-underground command center. He’s attending some conferences 
with RGA High Command. That’s why Harold allowed Tanja to stay with me.” 

“You also want me to take care of Tanja? What about Harold’s parents?” 
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“His parents gave him their approval, Isolde. Taking Tanja with me is too 
much hassle for a simple trip to Bel-Air.” 

Isolde sighed. “If you insist, I will look after Tanja as well.” 

“Much obliged,” Margaret thanked. She looked at the time on her iPhone. 
Putting it back in her purse, she got up and grabbed her suitcase from the floor. 

“Are you leaving?” Isolde asked, holding onto the book she was reading. 

“Yeah, the plane is scheduled to depart in a couple hours.” Before reentering 
her house, Margaret stopped. She returned to Isolde and placed her Makarov on 
the table. “Of course, I can’t bring that to the airport!” 

Isolde chuckled. “Silly me, I was going to ask for your Makarov 

KKK 
(One day later) 

A taxicab cruised through sleepy streets of Bel-Air. Margaret rode in the 
backseat, her wrist handcuffed to a leather briefcase. She peered through the 
window, gazing at the ritzy homes and imported sports cars on the driveway. I fee/ 
like I'm not welcomed in this city, not just in Bel-Air, she intuited. Then again, this is the 
same feeling I had at Sektor Ost. I need to go outside more often. 

The cabdriver pulled over at the curbside of Eddie Mack’s home. Margaret 
opened the door, exiting the cab with her purse and briefcase. 

The cab drove away from the curbside as Margaret approached the front 
door. On the porch, she rang the doorbell and waited. A maid opened the door. 
Smiling, she greeted Margaret, “;Buenas Dias, Senorita Richardson?’ 

“Buenas Dias, Senora?’ Margaret greeted back. 

“3Como esta usted?” 

“3i/Genial, y tile? 

“Bien.” Margaret reverted to her native tongue. “Sesora, Setior Eddie Mack 
wanted me to see him at his family estate. Is he home by any chance?” 

“$7,” the maid replied with an accent, “Eddie is swimming in the backyard 
pool. You are welcome to stay and speak with him.” 

“Gracias,” Margaret replied. 

Upon entering the house, the maid escorted Margaret to the backyard. She 
opened the door to the backyard for her. “Please let me know if you require my 
services, Se/orita,” the maid said to Margaret as she entered the backyard patio. 

From the patio, Margaret watched Eddie jump from a diving board over 
fifteen feet from the ground. He dived headfirst and crashed into the water. He 
later remerged from the bottom of the pool. 

Eddie wiped the water and brown hair from his face. Upon spotting Margaret 
at the patio, he got out of the pool, grabbed a towel from a beach and rushed to 
meet her. “Good to see you, Margaret,” he greeted. 

“Tt’s good to see you as well,’ Margaret retorted. 

“T must say that the State Chancellor’s reputation reaches far and wide in this 
country. Hell, it even reached the Catholic schools of SoCal!” 

“Impressive,” Margaret muttered. “The Ryanites living up and down the East 
Coast say that you are a legend as well.” 
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“Fair enough,” Eddie concurred, his body still soaking wet. 

“Do you want to dry off first before we talk further?” Margaret offered. “Pll 
wait here if you want me to.” 

Eddie nodded. “That would be wise,” he said. “Besides, I recommend that 
we speak in my office, so as not to disturb the neighbors with our chatter.” 

“Yeah, As if any of them are interested in our line of work,” smirked 
Margaret. “Go inside and dry yourself up, Eddie. Like I said, Pll wait here.” 

“Thanks Margaret.” Eddie went inside his home. 
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Dart two: Das Geheimnis 
(The Mystery) 
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Chapter Ten: Withdrawal 


(Ryanite Chorus; July 18"-31", 2012) 
“RGA troops had no involvement in the bank heist at the border town of Bedrock Mills.” 
-RGA Colonel Peter Yeager, Official Communiqué 


intrigued Margaret. Above Eddie’s head, a large Republic ensign was pinned 

on the wall. Two signed film posters starring Hannelore Bauer hanged on the 
flag’s left hand side. The other side had two black-and-white portraits of a priest 
and an archbishop. 

“Ts something the matter, Margaret?” 

“Are you a fan of Hannelore Bauer?” Margaret asked. 

“You bet I am,” Eddie told her. “I have all the action figures bearing her 
likeness from every film she played in. She didn’t win three Oscars for nothing.” 

“Ts Hannelore planning to star in yet another movie?” 

“Last I heard, she’s not sharing anything until it’s announced to the public.” 

Margaret gazed at the pictures of the clergymen. “Who are they?” 

Eddie tilted his head left. “Uh, the priest is Father Daniel Lord, SJ. As for the 
other portrait, that is Archbishop Fulton Sheen.” 

“T never heard of them.” 

“You never heard of Father Lord or Archbishop Sheen? And you don’t know 
that Father Lord’s 1933 hymn, ‘For Christ the King’, is the anthem of the 
Republic Program?” 

“Father Lord composed it?” 

Eddie nodded. “He was a prolific writer, musician, composer, playwright and 
the director of the Sodality of Our Lady,” he mentioned. “Ryanites back in his day 
knew the Sodality’s anthem, ‘For Christ the King.’ Sadly, today’s Ryanites have 
forgotten his work, but thanks to Harold, that’s about to change.” 

“What about Archbishop Sheen?” 

“Pioneered the advent of Catholic programming on Television,” stated 
Eddie. “Through shows such as Life is Worth Living, His Excellency reached over 
five and a half million households, covering a broad selection of topics. ’m sure 
the Catholic University of America has a film reel lying around somewhere.” 

Margaret had an idea. “Why do I get the feeling that you and those three have 
an integral role to play in the Secret School Economy of the Greater American 
Catholic School System?” 

“Well, isn’t it obvious?” Eddie smirked. “You’re in Bel-Air, where some of 
Hollywood’s celebrities live. Out here, nobody wants to support the Republic 
Program’s media ventures.” 

“So that’s why Harold sent me here,’ Margaret realized. “Eddie, the 
GACSS’s intentions with media are to contribute to the New Evangelization and 
nothing more. Because the grownups keep the Convention on a leash, there’s no 
way we ate going to compete with the pros of Hollywood or Broadway.” 
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“Ah, but that’s where you’re wrong.” Eddie clapped his hands, adjusting his 
slouched posture. “GACSS can be a formidable competitor. Unlike everyone else, 
we got hundreds of forgotten Catholic writers and media personalities from 
yesteryear. While some think it’s better to create newer works, we should not 
forget about the elements that led to the Rebirth. So why not use old, obscure 
Catholic literature as an inspiration?” 

“It’s a gamble, but is it worth it?” 

“Wouldn’t you say the same for American Catholic Education? It suffered 
centuries of repression and decline prior to the recent Rebirth.” 

“That’s a good point. Eddie, is your Trading House interested in helping the 
GACSS grow? Harold was convinced that you might be able to help us bypass the 
Catholic School Underground’s sanctions and embargoes.” 

“If I could, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.” 

“Huh, what do you mean?” 

“For years, before I inherited my Trading House from my aunt, before she 
became a nun, the Underground was a problem. Like Wonderland, we too fell on 
hard times. I once had Catholic boarding schools churning out homemade candy 
and cosmetics, Caravaneers trading with the other SSEs.” 

“What happened to your Trading House?” 

“Those Catholic homeschoolers saw Ryanites as sinful heretics doomed to 
damnation,” complained Eddie. “They seized my businesses and assets. But 
thanks to the Rebirth, my prayers for a reversal of fortunes were answered.” 

Eddie addressed Margaret. “Margaret, tell the State Chancellor that Id like to 
help the Ryanite SSE find ways to bypass the Underground’s sanctions. In 
exchange, I ask that he send a hefty donation to restart my Trading House.” 

“How much do you need?” 

“Three billion dollars,” Eddie entreated. “That should be more than enough 
to restart things.” 

“Um, I’m not sure about that. Why do you need three billion?” 

“Secret School Economies aren’t cheap. Same goes for a Trading House.” 

“Regardless, Pll let the State Chancellor know about your offer.” Margaret 
and Eddie stood up and shook hands. “Thank you for inviting me to your home, 
Eddie. It was nice meeting you in person.” 

“Don’t mention it,” said Eddie. “Come back anytime.” 

2K KK 
(Two days later) 

Margaret returned to Harold’s office in Plaidstadt. The office, unlike a few 
days ago, now featured clean carpets, solid walls and curtained windows. Harold 
sat at his desk, the Lovers sitting on two chairs in front of him. Stomping toward 
Harold’s desk, Margaret slammed the shut. 

Harold and the Lovers diverted their attention to her. “This Eddie guy has to 
be a freaking joke!” Margaret shouted. “He wants the GACSS to give him three 
billion dollars! Do we even have that kind of money?” 
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“Keep your voice down, will your” Harold responded. “We got people 
shuffling paperwork next door! They don’t need to hear us!” 

Margaret plopped on an empty chair between the Lovers. “I can’t. You made 
moe travel across the country to listen to a modest proposal!” 

“That trip wasn’t pointless!” Harold banged his desk with a clenched fist. “At 
some point, our SSE is going to need someone like Eddie Mack! We can’t sell our 
goods and services without the Underground or the Independent Dwellers 
harassing our every move!” 

Walther chuckled. “Well said, Herr Staatskanzler.” 

“What’s so funny?” Margaret asked. 

“Once, I predicted Emperor Raynerson would impose a curtain of 
Underground embargoes and sanctions on the GACSS,” Walther mentioned. “It’s 
an inevitable fact, whether we like it or not. Now that he has, we have no choice 
but to recruit people like Eddie Mack.” 

“Are you saying that you convinced Harold to send me to Bel-Air?” 

“Jawohl,” Walther admitted, “That was me, Kameradin Margaret.” 

“Plus, this will provide more opportunities for Representatives MacDonald 
and Bianchi to realize their Four-Year Plan,” Isolde added. “The timing of Eddie 
Mack’s offer is perfect.” 

“Care to tell me how, Isolde?” 

Isolde yawned. “Harold, does Margaret know about your sister’s find?” 

“What recent find?” Margaret asked. 

Harold informed her, “Halfrida discovered that Ostara and her Conspiracy 
stole money from my family’s coffers. Turns out, the Brotzman net worth is a 
thousand times larger than the official amount of five hundred million.” 

Margaret’s jaw dropped. “Are you serious, five hundred billion?” 

“Yeah, from Horst’s dealings in Wonderland since the last thirty years,” 
Harold explained. “After all, Horst taught the Ryanites how to refine Anomalies, 
the natural resources of the Otherworld.” 

“Where’s Ostara is hiding all of this money?” 

Walther stated, “In a number of banks and other financial institutions all over 
the Dweller World. Since we’re not going to settle this in court, ’d say we take 
some RGA soldiers and do a little ‘bank withdrawal.” 

“Like a bank heist, Kamerad Walther?” 

“T wouldn’t call it that, Kameradin Margaret; this is Brotzman money.” 

“Couldn’t you get Hannelore, Lester, or Horst to cough up three billion?” 

“We tried that, but none of them were interested.” 

“Besides, the money is going to a good cause,” Isolde told Margaret. “We'd 
rather let it circulate than sitting in a bank.” 

Margaret sighed, smacking her forehead. “Fine, where do we go from here?” 

“In order to pay off Eddie Mack, we need a make a bank withdrawal,” 
Harold said. “While you were away, Representatives MacDonald and Bianchi told 
me something. They met someone claiming to know one of the banks where 
Ostara laundered my family’s money.” 
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“They did?” Margaret pondered. “Who was itr” 

“Didn’t tell me who,” Harold said. “All they said was that it was a part-timer 
at the Avalon Hotel. She’s a little shaken by what happened a few nights back. The 
Lovers and I need you to help us find out what she knows.” 

“And while Pm talking to this girl, what are you three doing?” 

“Making preparations to withdrawal three billion dollars from a Dweller bank 
before the IDA can intervene,” said Walther. “We'll be entering the Dweller 
World, so it’s vital we plan ahead.” 

“T understand,” Margaret said. 

2K 
(Three days later) 

In the conference room on Avalon’s top floor, Margaret approached a girl 
seated at a table. The girl had light-brown hair and dark blue eyes, and wore a 
white blouse, brown jumper dress and matching tights and oxfords. Taking a seat 
at the table, Margaret smiled, “You must be Allison Schmidt, correct?” 

“Representative Richardson?” Allison said. “Why are you here and how do 
you know my name?” 

Margaret gazed at the emblem on Allison’s jumper. “You attend ‘St. Eustace 
Catholic High School for Girls’? Wasn’t that, like, one of the five high schools 
slated for closure?” 

Allison nodded. “Yeah, and thank God Cardinal Wolk changed his mind.” 

“Anyway, is it true that you know the whereabouts of some of the Brotzman 
family’s wealth?” Reaching into her purse, Margaret pulled out a pen and notepad. 

Again, she nodded. “Several nights ago, before closing time, I was doing my 
usual business as a barmaid. I delivered an order to a table of five guests seated at 
a corner. Something about them didn’t sit right with me.” 

“Tell me more about these “guests.” 

She continued, “They looked like Mafia types; not La Cosa Nostra wiseguys, 
but Dweller Mob wiseguys. Something about them didn’t feel right.” 

“Since when did the Dweller Mob roam the streets of Wonderland?” 

“That’s what caught my attention.” 

“Do you remember what they were saying or doing?” 

Allison recalled, “They were having a toast to celebrate a recent drug deal 
they struck with ‘someone from Neudeutschland.’ Cryptic stuff about IG Farben 
documents, drug U-boats, Tree Caviar, and a bank in Bedrock Mills.” 

“Bedrock Mills,” Margaret pondered, “Where’s that?” 

“It’s one of the Dweller border towns tens of miles west of here and Castle 
Blackstone,” clarified Allison. “These towns are like a, um, buffer between us and 
Underworld, the nearest Dweller city.” 

“Do you know why those mobsters were in Wonderland?” 

“T don’t know, Representative Richardson. My suspicion is that they must 
have used one of the entrances connecting Wonderland with Philly. As to what 
they were doing prior to dining at the Avalon, that remains a mystery.” 

“Ts that everything?” Margaret asked, still taking notes. 
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“Yep,” answered Allison. 

“Well, you did the right thing,” Margaret praised. “Not everyone down here 
is willing to alert us or the RGA about something that suspicious.” 

Allison changed the subject. “There’s something else Pd like to mention. Is 
the position for the State Chancellor’s secretary still open?” 

“Why'd you ask? Did you read the recent ad on Catholic School Observer?” 

She nodded. “You see, I have a crush on him.” Allison’s face reddened. “I’ve 
never spoken about it to anyone until now.” 

“Feeling shy?” Margaret smirked. 

“T guess you can say that,’ Allison blushed. “Aren’t you one of Harold’s 
friends? Maybe you could help me, you know, give me advice on dating him.” 

Margaret rolled her eyes. “Dating the State Chancellor is like dating any other 
boy, Allison. If yow’re not put off by his family’s past, that is.” 

“Have you dated him before?” 

“Yeah,” Margaret confessed, “Except it was a couple months back. We broke 
up after the Rebirth; I found teenage intimacy to be an overused cliché.” 

“T see,” muttered Allison. “You think Pll have better luck than you?” 

“You're welcome to try,” Margaret encouraged. “And if you want to be the 
State Chancellor’s secretary, go right ahead.” She got out of her chair. “You don’t 
mind if I leave now? I’m off to the firing range after this.” 

As she watched Margaret leave, Allison mumbled to herself. “One of these 
days, Harold, I will have your love.” 

2 KK 
(Seven days later) 

Walther unfolded a map of Bedrock Mills and its surrounding tunnels on a 
living room table in Hannelore’s vacation shack. Harold, Margaret and Isolde 
gathered around the table. 

Tonight, everyone wore Fackeltrager (Torchbearer armor), a modified version 
of their Catholic school uniforms, but imbued with various Anomalies. A faint 
bluish aura wrapped their bodies in an energy field capable deflecting bullets and 
shrapnel. Their sweaters, trousers, and skirts were black as night except for their 
glowing white dress shirts and embroidery on their sweaters. 

“Alright,” Walther declared, “If there are no objections, let’s review our plan 
of attack.” He sorted through a row of wax pencils next to the map. 

Grabbing a red wax pencil, Walther shaded all the tunnels west of Bedrock 
Mills. “All of these tunnels lead to Underworld proper,” he explained. “If we take 
too long, expect the IDA garrison in Underworld to send troops our way.” 

“That shouldn’t be a problem, right?” Margaret asked. 

“Tt shouldn’t.” Walther grabbed a green pencil and drew an asterisk on a 
railway tunnel and a building on the west side. “I had Halfrida order her death 
squads to bomb the rail line and their communications center with Semtex. Even 
though the enemy is blind and asleep, we still need to move fast.” 

“Tf that’s the case, then beyond the border patrols, enemy resistance in and 
around Bedrock Mills should be light.” Harold glanced at the town. 
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“Nein, expect soldiers, Miniaturized Armored Fighting Vehicles and heavy 
weapons emplacements,” Isolde mentioned. She picked up another red wax pencil 
and drew question marks throughout the town. On the eastern outskirts, Isolde 
drew black closing brackets to mark the border. 

Walther drew a blue line on a central tunnel leading to the town from the 
east. “Okay, we'll take the center tunnel, storm the town perimeter and enter on 
foot.” He circled the bank’s location. “Once inside, grab everything from the vaults. 
Let’s try to be back on the Ryanite side of the border in less than an hour.” 

“Naturlich, and since High Command wants no responsibility, there will be no 
access to reinforcements or air support,” Isolde added. “So we'll have to make do 
with a couple Opel Blitzes, Hanomag halftracks and a few St. Maurice I/G 
Medium MAFVs.” 

“Are there any questions?” Walther asked Harold and Margaret. They shook 
their heads. “Just remember that your Fackel/trager (Torchbearer) battle suits will 
only protect you from a couple rounds, so use cover whenever possible.” 

“Tl try not to die, Walther.” Harold winked. 

Walther grinned. “Then it’s time to rock and roll.” 

KKK 
(Two hours later) 

A rapid succession of muffled gunshots and dying moans from Bedrock Mills 
eastern perimeter occurred after midnight. Before long, a column of Maurice 
I/Gs, Opel Blitz trucks and Hanomag halftracks crossed the Dweller border and 
disrupted the peaceful streets of Bedrock Mills. The local Moles, many of them 
still asleep, were awakened to loud gunfire and shouting outside their homes. 

From a bedroom window overlooking the main road, an eight-year-old boy 
gawked in awe of the Balaclava-clad Ryanites. He watched two RGA squads with 
silenced MP40s mow down retreating IDA sentries on the street below. “Whoa,” 
he murmured, watching Dweller soldiers die, “Those guys are so cool!” 

The boy’s mother, concerned, rushed into her son’s room. “Jason,” she 
screamed, “Get away from the window!” 

“But I wanna watch, Mommy!” The boy, annoyed, made a tantrum. 

His mother spanked him. “Those aren’t good people,” she said, pulling her 
son away, closing the window blinds. She picked up her son and fled the room. 

Along the main road, a Ryanite radioman strolled behind Harold, Margaret 
and the Lovers. Fair and short, the radioman shifted his bulky radio next to a 
medic. The medic’s coalscuttle helmet, white as snow, bore bright red crosses on 
the front, rear and sides. 

The radioman lit a cigarette. The medic tossed his aside on the asphalt road. 
The treads of the Maurice I/G rolling behind them flattened it. “Hey Matt,” the 
radioman told the medic, “You think we’re scaring the locals?” 

“How should I know, Greg?” The medic adjusted his glasses. “What’s better: 
robbing a bank with the State Chancellor or policing the border all night?” 

“Come on, man, lighten up,” the radioman cheered. “I’d rather go sightseeing 
in the Dweller World. Besides, we’re just making a ‘withdrawal’ tonight.” 
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The medic stared at Harold, chatting with Margaret and the Lovers. “Geez, I 
only signed up to keep wiseguys and peeping toms away from our schools. We 
look more like John Dillingers and not God-fearing Vo/ksarmee reservists.” 

Beyond an empty four-lane road, the bank stood less than a thousand yards 
away. The Lovers, along with Harold and Margaret, scanned their surroundings 
through the sights of their MP40s. The laser sight attachments on their guns 
pierced into the darkness ahead. 

In the distance, the sound of several rumbling engines bounced on the cavern 
walls. “Hear that?” Walther whispered to Harold. 

“Ts that one of ours?” he wondered. 

“Nei,” Walther replied. “Do you think we have a couple Ingrid 133s on our 
side, Kamerad Harold?” 

Anxious, Harold checked the rounds inside his MP40. The magazine, long 
and heavy, contained thirty-two 9mm Parabellum rounds. The pitch-black 
darkness spooked him. I wish Walther brought us some night vision goggles. 

Up ahead, on a stretch of road, a row of several IDA Ingrids rolled from an 
adjacent intersection. They formed a roadblock, obstructing the road to the bank. 
Their two-man crews, operating from an unknown location, took aim at the 
Ryanites. Without warning, the Ingrids opened fire, the beams from their turret- 
mounted laser guns exposing their positions. 

In a split-second, Walther pummeled Isolde, Harold and Margaret into the 
ground. The laser beams flew over their heads. The radioman and medic dodged 
the incoming fire, allowing the Maurice’s durable armor to absorb it. 

Walther shot a red flare into the cavern ceiling. “Feindlichen Panzer” Walther 
shouted, alerting everyone, “Macht dich bereit?’ 

From a second floor window on a building next to the Ingrids, a machine 
gunner unloaded a PKM on the Ryanites. He downed a flask of whiskey with his 
other hand. All of his bullets failed to hit the Ryanites or their vehicles. 

Isolde, on her own initiative, chucked two smoke stick grenades at the streets. 
With the smoke blocking the enemy’s line of fire, she helped Harold and Margaret 
get back on their feet. They followed Walther to the corner of a nearby building. 

Among the confusion, the radioman and the medic trailed after the four. A 
stray bullet punctured the radioman’s field radio. A beam hit his left thigh. The 
bluish energy field there shattered and he fell face-first on the ground. The Lovers 
dragged his body into the alley. 

The Maurice rolled past their position. The coaxial turret fired a plasma bolt 
at the Ingrids. The bolt scored a direct hit on an Ingrid. Penetrating its thin, 
welded hull, the bolt struck the energy cells inside the ammo _ storage 
compartment. The bolt later dissipated in front of the rear engine. 

The energized ammo began to sparkle like M-80s, destroying the onboard 
electronics, transmission and crew camera viewports. The engine hood burst 
under a geyser of diesel fuel and sparks. The sparks ignited the leaking diesel, and 
the area around the vehicle went in flames. The fires spread to the nearby building, 
barbecuing the machine gunner alive. He cracked a smile as flames consumed him. 
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The other IDA Ingrids, struck by the Maurice, exploded like fireworks on 
Independence Day. From the cavern ceiling, large amounts of water, dirt and cold 
ait descended to the affected areas. Peeking around the corner, Walther smiled in 
joy. “Gott Schiitze die RGA,” he saluted. 

He turned to the others. Isolde, Harold and Margaret watched the medic 
hook the unconscious tadioman to an IV. 

“How’s he doing?” Harold asked. 

“Greg’s okay, State Chancellor,” the medic reported. “Lost a bit of blood, but 
I got him stabilized. He’s gonna make it.” 

“Keep that boy alive, Sanitater,’ commanded Walther. He turned to his 
cronies. “Kameraden, because of that fire, we need to find another way around.” 

Margaret shuttered, “Are you sure the fires will be put out in time, Walther?” 

“Dweller engineering is too incompetent,” Walther assured her. “We don’t 
have all night to wait for the fires to be put out!” 

Isolde volunteered to lead the way. “Taking point,” she said, motioning the 
others to follow her. 

Leaving the radioman and medic behind, the four traveled through the alley. 
They remerged on another town block, where sporadic fighting between RGA and 
IDA troops ensued. Ill-equipped and lacking heavier weaponry, the IDAs fled 
before the Ryanites. Harold, Margaret and the Lovers crossed a street, turned right 
and stopped at the corner of an intersection. 

With her back hugging the wall, Isolde peeked around the corner. Apart from 
a couple dead IDA soldiers and a burning Ingrid 133, no active enemies were 
around. “Kein Feind activitat,’ she called out. 

Walther motioned Isolde to cross the street. Isolde shook her head. 
“Something’s not right about the road to my left,” she voiced, intuiting a sniper. 

Somewhere, atop the roof of a building behind the bank, an IDA sniper 
stalked Isolde like a voyeur. He stared into the scope of a Soviet-style SVD 
Dragunov. A hesitant Isolde poked her head in and out of his crosshairs. 

“Hmph,” the sniper snickered, “The Nazis must be getting desperate if 
they’re now sending women to battle. I think Pll enjoy playing with her.” 

Isolde reentered his crosshairs. The sniper turned the knob on his scope to 
get a closer view of her curvaceous figure. “Hey sexy,” he chuckled, “I’d love to 
have my way with you tonight.” 

He fired a well-placed shot between her breasts. Isolde leaped to the side to 
dodge the bullet, her Fackeltrager suit enhancing her reflexes. “Damnit,” the 
sniper growled, “I should have hit on her sooner!” 

Her body sliding on the street, Isolde spotted the glare of his scope. “Stop 
undressing me!” she howled, sending a hail of bullets to the sniper. The ricochet 
of bullets drowned out the once quiet ambience. She skipped back to the corner. 

Pinned down, the sniper took cover behind a concrete barrier on the rooftop. 
With Isolde keeping him busy, Walther, Harold and Margaret sprinted into the 
street. They zigzagged from cover to cover until they stopped and crouched 
behind a bullet-ridden Toyota Hilux, a few hundred feet ahead of Isolde. 
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Away from the sniper’s line of sight, Harold shouted over the loud gunfire. 
“Think you can outfox that sharpshooter?” 

“He’s still got his pervy eyes on me,” Isolde yelled, swapping mags. 

Walther poked Harold’s shoulder. “My wife’s right. She can’t move unless we 
kill that Scharfschiitze. | should have brought more smoke grenades with us.” 

“Tt’s just the three of us, right?” Harold pondered. 

He nodded. “Based on where Isolde is shooting,” Walther noted, “I think I 
can get a fix on where he’s hiding.” 

“Where’s the sniper?” Margaret asked. 

Walther pointed at the rooftop of a brick apartment. A red 24-hour sign 
flickered on the wall between it and a general store. “Up there,” he told her. 

Harold and Margaret replaced their empty magazines. “Then let’s get him,” 
Harold said, adjusting his coal-scuttle helmet. 

“That’s the spirit, Herr Staatskanzler,’ Walther smiled. “Follow me.” 

In an upright posture, Walther led Harold and Margaret to the 24-hour 
general store. The door was locked to keep the other soldiers from entering, but 
not Walther. With lots of brute force, Walther kicked the door down. He stormed 
the building, his finger on the trigger. Harold and Margaret covered him. 

The startled storeowner emerged from under the store counter, his right arm 
raised high. Behind him, an IDA propaganda poster hanged on a wall next to a 
rack of tobacco products. The poster, a ridiculous portrait of two grinning 
Ryanites next to a Nazi-like soldier, bore the slogan, “Look who’s back!” 

“Please,” he begged, “Take whatever you want, just don’t kill me!” 

“Listen, we’re not the bad guys.” Walther lowered his weapon. He motioned 
Harold and Margaret to do the same. 

“You can calm down now,” Harold assured him. 

The storeowner remained skeptical. “Are you three pulling my leg?” 

“Does it look like we are?” Harold said. “IDP propaganda preaches nothing 
except racism, hatred, and bigotry.” He took off his coal-scuttle helmet and 
revealed his face. “Nothing they’ve said about us is true.” 

The storeowner recognized Harold’s face. “Oh my gosh... Y-you’re him—the 
State Chancellor of GACSS!” 

Harold opened his leather overcoat. He placed a bag of coffee beans on the 
counter. “I hear most Dwellers hate the recent rationing policy on coffee.” 

The storeowner glanced at the label on the bag of coffee beans. “Mystic 
Monk Coffee,” he muttered. “Are you serious, I can have it? This stuff is worth a 
fortune on the local black market!” 

“All yours,” Harold winked. “In return, could you do me a favor?” 

“What is it?” The storeowner tilted his head. 

2K 
(Several minutes later) 

After unloading hundreds of rounds on the sniper, Isolde was down to her 
last mag. Her back against the corner of a wall, she unloaded a mag from her 
MP40. No bullets were inside. Verdammt, what’s taking them so long? 
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Hundreds of feet away, from a staircase inside the sniper’s building, Walther, 
Harold and Margaret crept onto the rooftop. They found the sniper, crouched 
behind a concrete barrier, his back against them. A few porno mags were strewn 
on the ground. Walther motioned Harold and Margaret to wait. They nodded. 

From a pouch on his person, Walther pulled out a meter of piano wire. He 
readied the wire and muffled his footsteps. His angered heart thumped slower as 
he got closer. A faint scent of men’s perfume reeked from the snipet’s clothes. 

He wrapped the piano wire around the sniper’s neck. The sniper smacked 
Walther’s face with his elbows. A brief scuffle ensued between them. The piano 
wite no longer in his hands, Walther pulled out his Colt 1911. The sniper head- 
butted Walther and pulled the handgun away from him. 

Furious, Walther grappled the sniper and knocked his gun off the sniper’s 
hand. He used his whole body mass to thrash him to the ground. He enveloped 
his hands around the sniper’s neck and proceeded to defend his wife’s honor. 

The sniper gasped for air. Blood stopped circulating along the carotid artery 
to his brain. His windpipe cracked, the sniper blacked out. 

Walther kicked the sniper’s head until blood stained his boots. “Gor, I hate 
Scharfschiitzen’’ He spat on the corpse. “They’re always stalking my wife!” 

“Ts he dead?” Harold called out. 

Walther held up one thumb. Harold and Margaret rejoined him. Walther 
waved at Isolde. Isolde rushed down the street, tossing her MP40 aside. She pulled 
out her Mauser C96 from a hip holster. 

A series of gunshots broke out in the area behind them. Harold, together 
with Margaret and Walther, rushed to the other side of the roof. On the street in 
front of the building, RGA troops assaulted the bank. Squads tossed stick and egg- 
shaped hand grenades into windows and doors. Guided by their squad leaders, 
they stormed the building and shot anyone that looked like an IDA. 

“Ts it over?” Harold asked Walther. 

“Nein, Kamerad Harold,’ Walther replied, grabbing his Colt off the ground, 
“The withdrawal has just begun.” 
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Chapter Eleven: Paradigm Shift 
(Wise Man; August 5"-September 7", 2012) 


“Money moves in mysterious ways. So does people.” 
-Matilde “Ostata” Geralyn von Brandt 


Kurz uniform. He held a composition folder, an attached sticky note with 

Harold’s name in cursive written in black Sharpie ink. “Guten Morgen, Herr 
Staatskanzler,” he greeted. “As you have requested, I received the latest report from 
RGA High Command.” Walther handed him the composition folder. 

Harold opened the folder and skimmed the pages. “Ah, the Eddie Mack 
Trading House is back in business again.” He closed the folder and gave it back to 
Walther. “I think that’s good news worth celebrating. Will we hear anything from 
Eddie Mack anytime soon?” 

“It’s difficult to say at this point.” Walther sat on one of the chairs. “Mack 
has an irregular schedule, now that he’s running his Trading House again. Until I 
can contact him, let’s focus on other matters.” 

“Well, the Convention’s first session at Plaidstadt is coming this October,” 
Harold noted. “What about Ostara or Brotzmanskrieg?” 

“All three are relevant matters, State Chancellor,’ Walther told him. 
“However, Ostara and Brotzmanskrieg are highly crucial.” 

“Pm all ears.” Harold winked. 

Walther briefed Harold. “Your sister, with me and Isolde’s approval, has 
gone into hiding. For her personal safety, I cannot disclose her whereabouts to 
you or anyone else. Therefore, she has entrusted me and Isolde the responsibility 
of protecting her ‘sissy brother.”” 

Harold sighed. “You just had to quote her, huh?” 

“Then again, you try to be too girly without anyone noticing,” Walther 
mentioned. “Anyway, Halfrida has embarked on a personal mission to find the 
former associates of Margaret’s family. You know, back when the Richardsons 
were middlemen between the Bauers and Brotzmans.” 

“We're still looking for more people?” Harold bellyached, “I thought we were 
finished once Eddie Mack entered the picture!” 

“Your sister had a convincing motive,” Walther assured. “Her plan is to 
recruit them and other talented youths to create your personal bodyguard unit. 
Back in the Fatherland, they used to call those people ‘Lezbgarde’—Life Guards.” 

“And the reason is because of Ostara, correct?” 

Walther nodded. “You do realize that Ostara has attempted to assassinate 
you over a dozen times, ja? If you recall, the most recent one involved Dweller 
Mob hitmen in Wonderland on 24 August.” 

“Too true,” agreed Harold. From a drawer in his desk, he showed Walther 
his SIG Sauer. “Good thing I brought that gun with me.” 


or Harold’s office, Walther approached Harold’s desk in an Archbishop 
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“Be sure to clean that handgun regularly,’ recommended Walther. “From 
now on, tty to be wary of your surroundings. Use your head.” 

“Are we going to stop Ostara?”’ 

“Not until Halfrida uncovers her whereabouts.” 

Harold returned the gun to the drawer. While closing it, he said, “As for 
Brotzmanskrieg, what’s RGA High Command’s strategy?” 

“Did you even bother to read the report I gave your” 

“T only read parts of it.” 

Walther tossed the folder at his desk. “Go back and read everything.” 

Opening the folder, Harold read every document included in the report. One 
document, entitled “RGA Strategic Objectives,’ outlined Ryanite goals in 
Brotzmanskrieg. “One, expand Republic Program beyond its original 
jurisdictions,” it read. “Two, liberate all Ryanite territories under hostile 
occupation. Three, capture and deny major ACP cluster sites in the Otherworld.” 

“Sounds like something I’d write,” Harold muttered, closing the folder. “Is 
that everything, Walther?” 

“Ja, if we’re talking about the security end of things,” Walther said. “As for 
mundane matters, please consult with your new secretary.” He grabbed the folder 
from Harold’s desk and proceeded to leave the office. 

“No goodbye?” Harold wondered. “When will I see you and Isolde again?” 

“Tsolde is looking after the penthouse back in Sektor Ost,’ Walther 
explained. “Prime Minister von Baumgartner has recalled me back to Neuberlin.” 
He left the office. 

Seconds later, the door opened. Allison Schmidt walked up to Harold’s desk 
in her St. Eustace uniform. She gave him a separate folder, an attached sticky note 
with Harold’s name in cursive written in black Sharpie ink. 

“Ah, is that the folder I was looking forward to?” Harold pondered. 

“You got it,” Allison replied. 

Harold opened the folder and skimmed its documents. He cracked a smile, 
followed by a chuckle, whilst reading. 

“What’s so funny, State Chancellor?” 

A document reported on the Republic Program’s forays into media. “The 
Republic should be proud for having enough manpower to create works of art,” 
he told her. “Hundreds of Books, films, music and other forms of media are now 
in the works. Now that’s something P’ve been looking forward to.” 

Allison tilted her head to the side. “What made you say that?” 

“It means I now have an opportunity to showcase my att,” clarified Harold. 
He closed the folder. “GACSS, dear Allison, is a paradigm shift of the ages. This 
coming school year is going to be an interesting one.” 

Harold returned the folder to Allison. “Tell His Eminence, Cardinal Wolk, 
the Republic’s contributions to the New Evangelization are worth the trouble.” 

His secretary nodded. “Yes, State Chancellor.” She exited the room. 

KKK 


(Eighteen days later) 
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The bells of Bishop Dowell rang on the morning of August 23", Homeroom 
ended with over a thousand students flooding the halls with chatter. From their 
sophomore homeroom, Harold and Margaret merged into an oncoming crowd of 
freshmen. Side by side, they strolled to their next class. “Representative 
Richardson, remind me what first period is?’ Harold asked Margaret. 

“Study hall,” Margaret replied. “Thank God, because I can use this time to 
run a few errands around the school.” 

“Errands,” pondered Harold, “What errands are you talking about?” 

Margaret declined to elaborate. “T’ll tell you later.” 

They walked up a flight of stairs on the east wing. On the second floor, they 
entered the classroom where their study hall period was held. Inside, a long line 
formed around an attendance sheet on a marker board. Students—from freshmen 
to seniors—took turns signing their names and destinations. 

Once their turn came, Harold and Margaret wrote ‘library’ next to their 
names. Leaving the room, they returned downstairs and went into the library. The 
school bells rang again, signaling first period. 

At a table, safe from eavesdroppers and prying eyes, Harold and Margaret 
settled their knapsacks on the floor. They sat at the table and pulled out copies of 
Animal Farm and their summer reading assignments for English, their next class. 
“Margaret,” Harold whispered, “About those errands you mentioned earlier...” 

“What about them?” Margaret marked sentences with a yellow highlighter. 

“Aren’t you going to spill the beans?” 

“T thought we were going to have a study group on Orwell’s novel?” 

“We didn’t cause the Rebirth just so we can return to our boring routines.” 

“Do you want to fail the test next week?” 

“No, you don’t get it,’ Harold said. “Today’s like our first day at Bishop 
Dowell, but with the Rebirth that led to Republic Program which ushered the 
GACSS. And who says you can’t have fun at school and learn something at the 
same time?” 

Margaret sighed. “Are we going to have a repeat of last year? You know, 
when we roamed around the school on the first day?” 

“Pretty much,” Harold retorted. 

“Then, Pll tell you about my errands,” Margaret said. “The Jackbooters in our 
school are proud to open some new businesses.” She giggled. “I was going to see 
what’s what on my own, but having you around may not be boring after all.” 

“T know, right?” Harold smiled. “Also, do you have any 9mm Parabellum?” 

“380 ACP is...” Margaret bit her tongue. “Wait, why are you asking?” 

“T spent most of my allowance on art supplies and clothes from the mall,” he 
explained. “I don’t have enough money to purchase more rounds for my SIG 
Sauer. I kept it in my locker, just in case.” 

“Are you freaking high or something? Who the hell brings a gun to school?” 

“You never know, Margaret,” Harold told her. “Ostara may have a femme 
fatale hiding among us.” 

“Sounds a little paranoid, don’t you think?” 
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“Even the paranoid have enemies, too,” Harold warned. “The Harrisonburg 
Massacre from two months ago should be a warning for both of us.” 

“You do realize we’re not registered gun owners, right?” 

At a nearby shelf of books, a couple sophomore and junior girls browsed 
through a couple Catholic novels. Nothing interested them. They spotted Harold 
and Margaret in the middle of a hushed argument. They intervened. 

Harold and Margaret eyed the girls. “Can I help your” Margaret asked. 

“Are you the State Chancellor?” a girl told Harold. 

“Guilty as charged,” Harold admitted. 

The girls squealed in delight. “We are forever indebted for saving. If there’s 
anything we can do for you, please let us know.” 

Harold blushed. “Anything? There’s no need to go that far.” He gazed at the 
St. John Bosco saint medallion that one girl wore. 

Margaret felt disturbed. Is he looking at her breasts—no, undressing her with his eyes?! 

“As St. John Bosco once said,” Harold commented, ““Enjoy yourselves as 
much as you like-if only you keep from sin.” 

“Uh, what did the State Chancellor do to help you girls?” Margaret pondered. 

The girl with the medallion told Margaret, “Harold helped us attend this 
school. Our old high school in Alexandria was giving us problem, you see?” 

“What sort of problems?” 

“To put it this way, we got tired of the non-Catholic curriculum at that 
school,” the girl explained. “But going to a school like Bishop Dowell was a 
problem without help from people like Harold. And thanks to him and the 
OORE, we were able to attend this school.” 

Margaret gave an annoyed stare at Harold. Did Harold help these girls just so he 
can get some eye candy between classes?! She sighed and scooted from her chait. 

“Where are you going?” Harold whispered. 

“Outside the library,” Margaret whispered back. 

Harold turned to the girls. “Sorry, I got a few errands to run. I'll see you girls 
again in second period, okay?” 

“Don’t take too long,” the girl with the medallion said in a coquettish voice. 

In the hallway outside the library, Harold saw Margaret walking away from 
him. He caught up with her. “What was that about?” he asked. 

“You were admiring that one girl’s buxom mounds, weren’t your” 

“Why would I do that?” 

“Then what were you looking at?” 

“Her saint medallion of St. John Bosco,” Harold admitted. “It looked like an 
eighteen carat sterling silver masterpiece.” 

Margaret rolled her eyes. “By the way, where are we going?” Harold mused. 

“To the cafeteria,’ Margaret answered. “Jen and Percival, in addition to 
joining the RGA reserves, became members of the Civil Guard. Today’s their first 
day on the job, and I’m going to check up on them and this new student 
accompanying them.” 

“Ts that one of your errands?” 
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“Sure, why not?” 

2 KK 

On the way to the cafeteria, patrols of guardsmen policed the complex, 
enforcing school regulations and aiding students in need. The brass dove pins on 
their shirt collars signified their service as guardsmen. 

In the hallway to the cafeteria, Harold and Margaret encountered Jennifer and 
Percival in a heated argument with Julie Mays. “You Fascist dogs,” infuriated Julie. 
“So what if everyone at this school is Catholic? Why should we non-Catholics 
respect the Catholicity here?” 

“Calm down,” motioned Jennifer, “You're disturbing the environment.” 

Percival tilted his head to the side, and noticed Harold and his sister. ““Thank 
God you came before the teachers did.” 

“What’s going on here, Guardsman?” Harold asked him in a formal tone. 

Saluting the State Chancellor, Percival said, “This girl came to school during 
our patrol. Guardswoman Jennifer Richardson and I were tasked with escorting 
her to class...” 

Harold patted Percival’s shoulder. “You don’t need to go into detail. Speak 
with your big sister, the Representative.” He motioned Margaret to extract their 
side of the story. 

As the siblings argued, Harold spoke to Julie. “Tell me what happened.” 

Julie sniffed and cried. “After coming here, I was walking down the halls with 
those two. They promised to tour the school with me. That was...before we went 
to my locker.” 

“Do you have a class at the moment?” asked Harold. 

She shook her head. “No, I don’t,” Julie answered. “I have a study hall 
petiod, just like you.” She pointed at the siblings. “When I asked if it’s okay to 
question Catholicism, those two ‘Guardsmen’ got pissed at me. They said that 
schools like this one were meant to be for Catholics. How non-Catholics should 
respect the beliefs of the majority.” 

The Richardson siblings went to Harold’s side. Margaret whispered in his ear. 
“Should I let my siblings get back on patrol?” 

“Let them,” Harold recommended, “Tl deal with the principal later.” 

Following the State Chancellor’s advice, Margaret ordered her siblings to 
resume their patrol. Jennifer and Percival grumbled as they walked away from the 
scene. Margaret helped Harold comfort Julie. “I got my siblings’ testimonies,” she 
spoke to her in a calming voice. “They said it was a misunderstanding and theyll 
have their actions reported by Harold. Are you going to be okay with this?” 

“It’s fine, Margaret,” Julie said. “I expected to receive distrust from the 
students here. Although P’m not religious, I do believe in a higher being.” 

Margaret thought: Jue Mays is an Agnostic? Well, that’s a first. 

“Was there a reason why they turned on me?” Julie asked Harold. 

“Even with the Rebirth, animosity among some Catholic students are high,” 
Harold said. “They blame people like you for denying them a place of their own.” 
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“It’s a sad state of affairs,” commented Margaret. “But not all of us are like 
that. For people like Harold and me, we’re working to remove those barriers.” 

Julie asked, “You mind if I tag along?” 

“Sure,” consented Harold. “Where else are we going, Margaret?” 

Margaret sighed. “I was thinking if we should visit the school store. That was 
my next destination after checking up on my siblings.” 

“Sounds like fun,” Harold commented. 

“Why do you say ‘fun?’ Julie pondered. 

“After the Rebirth, the school store recetved numerous changes,” Harold 
explained. “It’s best that Margaret and I show you.” 

“Follow me.” Margaret motioned Harold and Julie. What is wrong with me. Why 
did I allow two perverts follow me around campus? 

Walking past the cafeteria and a door, the three reached the western side of 
the school. The school store stood in front of them, open to students and others. 
They entered the reasonably large room. 

A female student wearing an apron over her school uniform welcomed them. 
“Hello, welcome to the school store,” she smiled, standing next to the counter. “If 
there’s anything I can do, let me know.” 

Harold observed Julie’s amazed reaction at the sheer volume of offered 
items. Besides the usual school related apparel and memorabilia, the store also sold 
Ryanite-made products. From foodstuffs to various Catholic paraphernalia and 
media, they represented the fruits of the Rebirth. Picking up a candy bar from one 
of the shelves, Julie examined it. “Victory Chocolate: a caffeinated protein bar,” 
she mumbled. In the back, it read: ‘Courtesy of the Republic Program.’ 

She rolled her eyes toward Harold. “People say that these products are made 
by actual ‘Ryanites’. Is that true, Harold?” 

“Those claims are correct,” he replied, his tone exuding confidence. “And the 
Republic had a role to play. It also handled the patents, copyrights and the rest of 
the legal matters.” He pulled a bag of gummy candy from another shelf. “With 
each purchase, half of the profits go to the schools. The remainder gets split 
among the creators and the Republic.” 

Harold and Julie went to the store counter. Margaret took with her several 
bottles of soda, labelled ‘Eagle’s Flight’. The store operator proceeded with the 
transaction. She gave them the total cost. “Which of you are paying?” 

“T am, Miss Commissary Commandant,” Harold replied, pulling out a large 
wad of cash. He handed her the money. In return, she gave him the change. 

“Commissary Commandant,” Julie commented, “What does that mean?” 

The girl said to her, “It refers to students who operate the school store. Well, 
there are ten of us, each covering a certain part of the school day.” 

“T see,” Julie commented, “That’s quite an interesting name.” After leaving, 
she walked the halls with the duo. She then asked, “Where are you two heading?” 

“Going to library,” replied Margaret. “Dll be there until second period.” 

“Tl take you to your locker,” Harold volunteered. 
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“Lead the way,” beckoned Julie, handing a note bearing the location of her 
locker. They broke away from Margaret in one of the halls. 

2K AK 
(Four hours later) 

The bells chimed at the end of fourth period, signaling the beginning of fifth 
petiod. At the sophomore Religion classes, the students rushed toward the 
cafeteria. Patrolling guardsmen prevented them from running in the adjacent halls. 
They even issued demerits to those who disregarded repeated warnings. 

Inside one of those classrooms, the duo helped their teacher wipe the board. 
He looked like a man in his late twenties. “How nice of you kids to help me,” the 
teacher thanked them. “As much as I love to teach, I never expected it to be this 
exhausting.” 

“We understand,” Harold told him. “It was a pleasure helping you, sir.” 

The teacher had to inquire about his performance. “State Chancellor, how 
well did I teach the material during class?” 

Margaret sensed the uncertainty in his voice. “You appear anxious. Is this 
yout first year of teaching in general?” 

“Yes, that is correct, Representative,” he replied. “I reckoned you and the 
State Chancellor could offer suggestions to my overall performance. Besides, His 
Excellency wants to know if other replacements and I are doing our jobs.” 

Harold responded by giving him a thoughtful analysis. “For a teacher bearing 
a strong desire to bolster Catholic identity, you did well. However, your generation 
rose out of the ashes of the previous one. And while you guys lack their 
experience, its fervent loyalty to the Catholic faith that matters.” 

Margaret agreed with Harold. “Even if the students make life stressful, you 
can always count on the Civil Guard,” she reminded him. “They have their duties, 
you have youts.” 

The duo watched the teacher walk back to his desk, and unveil his lunch. “An 
understandable, yet admirable observation,” he remarked. “Perhaps God wanted 
us to implement this method of curriculum.” 

“What brought this all of a sudden?” wondered Margaret. 

He explained, “When I was your age, I attended this school, long before 
there was a Republic. My dad was no different, but he attended this school back 
when the Diocese of Richmond ran northern Virginia. Compared to what my dad 
and I had, your generation is lucky.” 

“How ‘lucky’ are we,” Harold pondered, “Care to elaborate?” 

“The curriculum is a lot different,’ he observed. “Everything outside the 
Religion courses received supplements in its Catholicity. The faith now takes 
center stage. And you guys have classes that most kids in other schools could only 
wish. We’re talking Home Economics, Shop, Business, Engineering and a whole 
laundry list of other courses. And not just this school; every school aligned with 
the Republic Program have one or more of these courses.” 

Both Harold and Margaret were astounded. “Wait, did the USCCB and the 
NCEA decide to let this stuff happen?” asked Harold. 
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“As crazy as it sounds, they did,” he said. “It’s a combination of money and 
an upsurge of young educators.” The teacher clamped his teeth on a shiny apple. 
“In fact, a revolutionary paradigm shift in educational affairs occurred. People are 
now eyeballing the Republic Program and its work. It cannot be ignored.” 

“Everyone in the Church Militant is watching us?” Margaret pondered. 

“You betcha,” the teacher replied. “American Catholic Education is playing a 
cosmic poker game. The spectators are holding their breath, waiting for the 
Republic’s next move. Same applies for the Holy See and whole the alphabet soup 
of Catholic organizations.” He cautioned the two, “Watch your step, and be wary 
of what your actions create. That’s all I have to say.” 

Harold accepted the teacher’s advice. “Thanks for the tip, sir.” 

“No problem,” he smiled. “Shouldn’t you guys be heading off to lunch?” 

“Good idea,” Margaret muttered. She turned to Harold. “Let’s go.” 

Together, they left the classroom, closing the door behind them. The hallway 
outside performed a noiseless crescendo for them as their minds drew 
conclusions. “I think he has a point, Harold,” Margaret said to him, reflecting on 
the teacher’s advice. “You’re in a game of poker with...whoever. Sure, we can call 
bluffs, but not always. At some point, we’ll need to obtain better cards.” 

Impressed by her knowledge, Harold asked, “Do you play poker?” 

“Yea, with my siblings, during our lunch period together,’ mentioned 
Margaret. 

“How flattering,’ he commented. “So where are we heading?” 

“Again, the library,” Margaret answered. “But this time, we’re playing a few 
games of poker before our next class. Of course, we won’t be betting anything. I 
think you'll like the game, Harold.” 

“Sounds good to me,” he remarked. 

2K 
(Three hours later) 

After dismissal came extracurricular activities. From an empty classroom on 
the third floor, Julie peered through a window. She watched the school’s cross- 
country team practice. Its team manager, Margaret, supervised them alongside her 
siblings. Harold entered the room, after agreeing to meet Julie there. “For a family 
of four kids, they are always together,’ commented Julie, referring to the 
Richardsons. She later addressed to Harold. “Are you sure it’s safe to talk now?” 

Harold looked over his shoulder, checking if someone followed them. “You 
shouldn’t have any problems,” he reassured her. “This school has no Remnants.” 

Breathing a sigh of relief, Julie tried to make a confession. “I don’t know if I 
should say this to you...” She looked away. “But it’s too difficult for me to admit.” 

“You don’t have to be so shy,” Harold said in a soothing voice. “No matter 
what you want to say, always remember that I will listen.” 

Julie placed her gentle hands over his. Making eye contact, she revealed her 
feelings to him. “For as long as we have known each other, ’ve come to realize 
that I love you. I came to this school, so that I could be with you. But not once 
did you ever return your love for me.” 
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Her eyes became teary. Harold consoled Julie. “I know that I should have 
spent more time with you, but I can’t,” he told her. “My responsibilities demand 
my utmost attention.” A shameful guilt pierced his heart. 

“At least try to spending time with me every now and then.” Julie shed tears. 
“This is our chance to be together, you know?” She caressed and kissed. “I’m 
here for you, Harold, so long as you do the same.” 

In a flirtatious voice she asked, “Promise to never forget about me?” 

“T won't,” Harold promised. They continued kissing. 

From the hallway outside the art room, Isolde peeked around the corner in a 
Bishop Dowell uniform, and spectacles. She watched the two, observed the small 
talk between them. With a camera, she snapped a flash-less photo of them. 
Halfrida is not going to like this, she thought. 

She concealed the camera inside a purse on the floor. Grabbing it, Isolde 
walked away from the hallway and entered a nearby staircase. She smirked at the 
lack of human life. As she walked downstairs, her body morphed, imitating 
Margaret’s likeness. 

At ground floor, Isolde opened the door. She adjusted her glasses and necktie 
before exiting the school building through the main entrance. 

KK 
(Seven days later) 

Harold’s satphone rang on a Saturday morning. The sun had yet to rouse her 
rosy fingers over the land. He yawned and stretched. Grabbing the satphone from 
his nightstand, he answered it. “It’s 4AM, Sleipnir,” Harold said. 

“How was your first two days at school, Wise Man?” Walther asked. 

“It was great,” answered Harold. “Can I please go back to sleep?” 

“There is reason why I wanted to call you.” 

“Then what ts it?” 

“T just received another report from High Command. EM is waiting for you 
at your office in Plaidstadt.” 

EM...as in Eddie Mack?’ Harold thought. “Uh, why is he there?” 

Walther urged, “Just come over to Plaidstadt.” 

“Fine,” Harold retorted. He got out of bed and went to his wardrobe. “T’ll 
meet you there.” 

Once dressed in his school uniform, Harold grabbed a Teleport Anomaly 
from his home desk. He inserted it into a Teleportation Transponder. A golden 
door materialized. Harold entered it. 

On left-hand side of his office in Plaidstadt, Harold appeared in front of 
Walther and Eddie Mack. “Guten Morgen, Herr Staatskanzler,’ Walther said. 

Harold yawned. “Good morning, Walther.” 

“Ts this a bad time to have a meeting with you, State Chancellor?” Eddie 
wondered. Harold nodded. “My apologies, but there is an urgent matter that 
demands your attention.” 

Harold motioned at his desk. “Then let’s talk about it at my desk.” 
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The two boys, alert and restless, strolled to the chairs in front of the State 
Chancellor’s desk. Harold plopped on his chair. “Could either of you explain why 
I was called here?” Harold asked in a grumpy voice. 

Both boys nodded. Walther motioned Eddie to speak. “State Chancellor, 
there is a sudden development on Capitol Hill,” Eddie informed him. “The 
country is beginning to consider a nationwide fight against childhood obesity.” 

“Politics don’t interest me, Eddie Mack,” Harold mentioned. “Was that what 
you wanted to tell me, Walther?”’ 

Walther shook his head. “Let him speak, Kamerad.” 

“Yet nobody knows about the hidden forces behind this push,” Eddie 
continued. “One of the lobbyists behind this crusade, the Young Christian Health 
Society, has secret ties to the Fellowship of Young Christians. The FYC, as you 
and Walther know, is a prominent Great Power among several.” 

“FYC Generalissimo Patrick McAdams, like Chairman Andreas Ricci of the 
PNU, is still sitting on the sidelines of Brotzmanskrieg,” Walther added. 
“McAdams and his brother, Lloyd, have been pushing this as far back as the end 
of the Rosy War.” 

Harold grew suspicious. “Is the FYC planning something?” 

The boys nodded. “The FYC wants the government to impose a nationwide 
ban on all junk food in every school system,’ declared Eddie. “Though it may 
seem noble at first glance, there is an insidious plot behind it.” 

Eddie held up two fingers. “The FYC has two underhanded objectives with 
the so-called ‘Kohler Act’. First objective: ‘reorganize all the SSEs in the country.’ 
Second objective: ‘strike an economic blow against the GACSS.”” 

“The McAdams can’t be serious,” Harold grieved. 

“There’s no way to deny it,’ Walther attested. “The McAdams spent years 
preparing for this. I doubt they expected the Rebirth to occur.” 

“Or the Brotzmans attempting to take center stage,” Eddie added. “The 
Kohler Act will usher a repeat of Prohibition. However, this ‘Plaid Prohibition’ is 
going to be ten times sexier than the one during the twenties.” 

Harold giggled. “What’s going to happen?” 

“Think about it, State Chancellor: more youths flocking to Jackbooters in 
droves. Every SSE, except the GACSS, is going to be flushed with cash.” 

“Why single out the GACSS, Eddie?” 

“As State Chancellor,’ mused Eddie, “Pm assuming you’re aware of 
MacDonald and Bianchi’s Four Year Plan?” 

Harold nodded. “They want to rebuild Wonderland’s industries, one of 
which includes exclusive candies and sodas. They also want to use the Republic as 
a conduit between GACSS and the Ryanite SSE. This in turn will allow 
Jackbooters to use their profits to stimulate growth.” 

“Here’s the problem,” said Eddie. “Thanks to Bianchi and MacDonald, along 
with their cronies, the Ryanite SSE is now an easy target. Sure, it’s less discreet and 
more grandiose, with huge opportunities for investments and returns. That also 
translates to GACSS becoming the Kohler Act’s first victim.” 
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Eddie continued, “To add insult to injury, those two are also acquiring old, 
abandoned Catholic schools. Their goal: converting them into facilities dedicated 
to the production of candies, soda and other junk food.” 

“Dammit!” Harold banged his fist on the desk. “There has to be a way for 
GACSS to dodge this legal bullet!” 

“Hence the reason why the three of us are here,” Walther smirked. “Kamerad, 
we have nothing to fear. When America learned about you, they thought you were 
a boorish, unsophisticated charmer. ‘Brotzman may win over the masses of 
Catholic school students, but the grownups will always control him.” 

“Yet remain ignorant of Ryanite brilliance,’ Eddie commented. “This is 
another opportunity to prove our worth.” 

Harold asked, “Is there something else you’re not telling me, Walther?” 

Walther paused. He later chuckled. “Let’s say I ‘told’ certain members of 
RGA High Command, the Convention and the USCCB about the Kohler Act.” 

“The rest of the country is oblivious to the Kohler Act,” Eddie explained. 
“There’s still time for the Ryanites to alter things and introduce loopholes.” 

“Did you guys plan in response to the Kohler Act?” Harold asked them. 

They nodded. “State Chancellor, Walther and I devised the perfect plan to 
help GACSS sidestep the Kohler Act,” Eddie declared. “We even came up with a 
‘what-if scenario’ that GACSS can exploit in its favor.” 

He elaborated, “If the Kohler Act gets passed, the other SSEs will reorganize 
and adapt. GACSS, on the other hand, will continue to produce and sell junk food 
through its own SSE. But trading with the other SSEs is the problem.” 

Walther recalled, “Didn’t you tell Margaret about this “butter, not guns’ idea?” 

“Yes,” answered Harold, “It revolves around a system of bartering Ryanite 
industry for raw materials and cash. GACSS can produce the goods. So far, I 
haven’t been able to find anyone interested in my offer.” 

Eddie stated, “I guess that’s where I come in. State Chancellor, because you 
helped me restart my Trading House, please let me return the favor.” 

“What do you have in mind?” 

He suggested, “Why let the Ryanite Jackbooters do the trading, when they 
can use middlemen like the WC to acquire better trade deals? This will give the 
Ryanites access to SSEs abroad, allowing them to purchase all kinds of exotic 
stuff. Let my Trading House act as a front for the Ryanite Jackbooters.” 

“People don’t call WC the ‘Switzerland of the Great Powers’ for nothing, 
Harold,” Walther mentioned. “This sort of deal is what the Ryanite SSE needs.” 

After several minutes of silence, Harold informed Eddie, “It’s a deal.” 

“Likewise,” smiled Eddie. He and Harold shook hands. 
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Chapter Twelve: Destructive Discord 


(Wise Man; October 6""-December 21", 2012) 


“Ja, I left Harold the briefcase. Apparently, someone stole Hannelore’s bearer bonds.” 
- Walther Schafter, Conversing With Halfrida Brotzman 


They looked intensely at a large mirror inside Harold’s Plaidstadt office, in 

preparation for the Convention’s first gathering. From head to toe, she 
groomed the State Chancellor’s appearance. After combing his hair back with gel, 
she smiled at the boy. “Looking good, State Chancellor,” she winked. 

Harold thanked her. “I appreciate the help, Allison.” 

From the closed doors behind them, Margaret and Father Leonard entered 
the room. Their loud entry forced the two to face them with stunned looks. “Ts it 
time?” Harold asked them. 

His Onkel nodded. “You have ten minutes before our scheduled meeting, 
Harold,” Father Leonard said. “As your advisor and Speaker of the Convention, it 
would be ill-advised for you to dawdle with your secretary.” 

“Oh, and try to make a good first impression of us, State Chancellor,” 
Margaret added. “Remember, the clergy are responsible for what happens at this 
Convention gathering.” 

“T understand,” Harold complied. Margaret and his Onkel left the room. The 
door remained wide open, revealing the hallway. 

“Feeling nervous?” Allison asked him. “It’s okay; nobody’s listening.” 

Stern-faced, he addressed the girl in the St. Eustace uniform. “Is it true that 
Walther and Isolde enlisted you to look after me?” 

“Haven't you realized that, State Chancellor?” She walked several paces away 
from him before making further eye-contact. “The truth is: ?m a big fan of yours. 
Like, a really bzg one. But that’s because I chose to help them!” 

“Not sure what to make of that,” Harold remarked, gigeling. “Let’s cut to the 
chase: they’re sending me a briefcase with Bauer Industries securities?” 

“In a nutshell, yes,” answered Allison. “Besides, it’s going to a good cause.” 
She noted the troubled look on Harold’s face. “What’s wrong?” 

He replied, “There’s this girl who lives next door to me named Julie Mays. 
She’s been following me around school since August. I don’t know what to say: 
she changed a lot in the months before we got together.” 

“Tf I had to guess, I think someone’s jealous of owr relationship.” 

“When this is all over, we should go out for once. Nothing official-it’s just 
between you and me.” 

“We should,” agreed Allison. “For now, let’s talk about the briefcase. During 
the intermission in the middle of the Convention meeting, come find me in the 
cafeteria. The courier will leave it in this room. Make sure you give it to me, okay?” 

“T promise,” he told het. 

Allison asked him, “Are you ready to go?” 
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“Yeah,” Harold answered, “Lead the way.” 

Following Allison, Harold exited the room. They walked down two long 
corridors before reaching a staircase. On the first floor, they turned left and 
traveled along another corridor to enter the old gymnasium. His arrival was noted 
through the sound of loud clapping and cheering. 

In the old gym, Harold observed his surroundings as Allison escorted him to 
his seat. Apart from the inclusion of carpeting and cemented windows, the gym 
showed little signs of change. Republic Program flags adorned the walls. The 
bleachers served at the seats for the Republic Representatives, with each associated 
Diocese and Archdiocese having two. Combined, they took up half of the 
bleachers to his right. The one to his left remained empty. Up ahead, situated on 
the other side of gym, he saw a large platform. The seats belonged to himself, his 
Onkel and the seven Ryanites who ran the Republic’s Offices. 

After walking up the steps, of this platform, Allison parted ways. Harold then 
went to his seat, located behind his Onkel’s. A plaid-decorated Republic flag 
sporting a golden fringe border stood next to the Brotzmans. The digital clock 
above them read ‘5:00PM’ in bright red letters. Once calamity returned, the 
meeting began. 

2K 
(One hour later) 

Father Leonard announced to the Convention, “With the state of the 
Program now addressed, we now turn to other matters.” As his Onkel continued 
speaking, Harold’s thoughts ran wild. The votes I can make will decide the future of 
GACSS. Not just the Republic, but also the fate of Brotzmanskrieg. 

Among the crowd of Republic Representatives, a guest speaker rose. He 
addressed the State Chancellor in a southern accent. Everyone’s eyes turned to 
him as he spoke. “State Chancellor Brotzman, my name is Francis Leblanc. I came 
here to talk about your southern supporters. Earlier this year, my friends and 
classmates in the Diocese of Orlando staged a student protest. Like the Ryanites in 
Philadelphia, we also opposed the closing of several schools in our Diocese and, 
later, two others: St. Petersburg and St. Augustine.” 

Leblanc continued, “We later formed a pro-CSC movement with Ryanites all 
across Florida. Although our Philadelphia counterparts succeeded in ushering the 
Republic, we waited. Now, after winning the trust of the clergy in the proposed 
states of the Confederation Program, an alternative exists. Instead of the 
Confederation, we believe that the Republic Program should override it.” 

Anger engulfed the Convention’s hawkish lobby once Leblanc finished. 
Several Representatives booed and jeered. As generals of RGA High Command, 
they had an equal say in Convention matters. “This is an absurdity,” one of them 
shouted. “The Rebirth must be brought to the west,” exclaimed another. A third 
howled, “The Ryanites out west need us more than the South does!” 

“Nonsense, all of you!” argued an opposing Convention member. “To ignore 
our southern brethren is a betrayal of mutual trust!” 
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With his gavel, Father Leonard banged the sound block. “All of you,” he 
implored, “I demand absolute order in the Convention!” Obedient, the 
Representatives got back to their seats. “When one disagrees, they vote against it, 
not bicker and fight!” 

One of the hawks, a decorated RGA fighter ace from Pittsburgh, decried 
Leblanc. “State Chancellor,” he said, “I find the formation of this Confederation 
Program an absurdity. As it stands, there aren’t many Ryanites in the South. We 
need more time in building a stable foundation for GACSS.” 

“How much time do we need?” asked Harold. 

“Two more school years,” he replied. “Estimated completion scheduled near 
the end of the 2014-2015 school years. Besides, we have more Ryanites living in 
the western US. They deserve our help more. That is why I am at odds with the 
creation of this Confederation Program.” 

The ace’s rival, a peace-loving girl from Des Moines, spoke on behalf of the 
dove lobby. “But to leave our southern equivalents behind would be an equal 
absurdity,” she argued. “They did so much for both the movement and the cause. 
As young Catholics, we are called to help the weak and the defenseless—not to fuel 
the ego trips of the feverish hawks!” 

She concluded her speech with a question to the RGA generals. “To my 
bellicose brothers and sisters, I must implore: why fuel further animosity from the 
homeschoolers? We should mend our broken relations with them.” 

After both sides made their case, the referendum began. In one swift 
moment, Ryanites gave the Convention ballots to make their decision. After the 
ballots came the ballot boxes. Convention members placed their votes inside the 
boxes, and waited for the results. Uncertainty loomed over the Convention. 

KK 
(Several minutes later) 

With the results disclosed to him, Father Leonard announced the results of 
the referendum to the Convention. “Boys and girls, this one almost came close to 
a draw. I am honored to report that the Republic will help the clergy create the 
Confederation Program.” The whole Convention exalted in a deafening roat. 

The Augustinian banged his gavel to calm everyone down. “With that said, 
we will do everything in our power to ease relations with the homeschoolers.” 
Three times, he banged the gavel. 

“Now, we shall on to the next topic on our agenda.” Father Leonard faced 
the members of his nephew’s cabinet. “Samuel Miller, the Minister of OORE (the 
Office of Religion and Enrollment) has a proposal for us. I have spoken with him, 
and I am more than convinced that this is what we need.” 

“Thank you, Father.” Miller conveyed the high-points of his proposal. “My 
friends, the GACSS stands at the cusp of a demographic crossroads. Time, I fear, 
was never on our side. For months, we sustained what amounts to a purge of 
educational proportions. While the number of teachers remained stagnant, the 
Rebirth left us with fewer students.” 
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Without mentioning RGA activities, he said, “And despite the efforts of a 
select few, much remains incomplete. Every attempt to halt our decline must be 
given immediate action.” 

Before finishing his speech, he outlined the details of his plan. “For this 
reason, we cannot ignore the growing opportunity in foreign students. The recent 
improvements in the quality of school curriculum brought us on superior footing 
with other Catholic school systems from abroad. OORE and I believe it’s time for 
us to lend credence by devoting Republic funding to this endeavor.” 

The officers proved difficult to please. Several generals responsible for 
commanding RGA Panzer formations expressed their disapproval. “This is too 
ambitious, even for the Republic, State Chancellor,’ one of them declared. “Sure, 
GACSS is no superior to other school systems in terms of academic performance. 
But this is a far cry, compared to other countries.” 

Another argued, “We still use English measurement, even when engineers in 
this country are dictated by Federal law to use Metric. Math and science are not 
our strongpoints. And the only foreign students we attract to our schools are 
nothing more than draft-dodgers and failures.” 

“What about the homeschoolers?” Harold questioned the generals’ motives. 
“Are they the best that this country’s youth have to offer?” 

“They ate no exception,” bellyached the first general. “Both them and the 
school systems in this country draw from the same well. And if I may add, State 
Chancellor, the well’s water is flowing with cow dung.” However blunt, he used 
Harold’s Onkel as an object of rhetoric. “Father Leonard’s sermons always have a 
common theme. Do you happen to know?” 

“To rise above the muck and dirt of today’s decadent world,” droned 
Harold, bored and unamused. ““We seek ascetic lives, because they pave the road 
toward a better future.” 

“And in the eyes of our patron saints, Sts. John Neumann and Elizabeth Ann 
Seton, we are an embarrassment!” exclaimed the other general. “We should focus 
enrollment in this country and nowhere else!” 

The peaceful doves seized the floor from the belligerent hawks. A boy from 
the Diocese of Gary made their cries known. “Of course, GACSS may have 
inherited the weaknesses of past generations. Then again, who said that we cannot 
rise to the occasion? Recent events suggest that we can reverse fortunes!” 

He appealed to Harold’s reasoning. “Thanks to recent advances in 
educational theorems and revamped curriculum, we may have a fighting chance. 
My peers and I believe that, given time, we can win the respect of Catholic teens 
living abroad. Assuming if OORE coordinates its efforts with our Offices of 
Culture, Public Relations, and Evangelization and Enlightenment, I rest my case.” 

Much like earlier, a second referendum occurred. This one took longer, since 
the State Chancellor remained divided. He struggled on deciding which side had 
the GACSS’ interests at heart. Staring at his ballot, the words read, ‘Should we 
expand student enrollments with foreign students?’ Two circles, marked ‘yes’ and 
‘no’, determined the Ryanites’ fates. 
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After minutes of deliberation, Harold picked up a fountain pen and drew a 
checkmark on the ‘yes’ circle. A Ryanite with a ballot box walked up to him. 
Harold pushed the paper inside the box. A long, intense silence ensued. 

Father Leonard and disclose the results. “I see,’ Father Leonard muttered. 

Facing the entire Convention, he announced: “Boys and girls, I have the 
results. The majority of you have decided that we should increase efforts to bolster 
enrollments from abroad. Starting next week, the State Chancellor will notify the 
USCCB of tonight’s decisions.” He struck the sound block with the gavel. “For 
now, I hereby suspend this Convention meeting for the next sixty minutes.” 

2K 
(Twenty minutes later) 

Sitting in his swivel chair, alone, Harold stared at a blank wall. A small leather 
briefcase rested upright on his desk. Tonight, he thought, Fe/t too intense for my taste. 
And it’s not even over yet. That’s the worst part. He rotated the chair and settled 
briefcase flat. Curiosity got the best of him. Like Eve and the Tree of Knowledge, 
he resumed his relentless quest for truth. 

Opening the case, he sifted through the documents. I didn’t find the Bauer 
Industries securities that Allison mentioned. But what on Earth is this? He pulled out a 
bright red folder. 

“A reel of microfilm, some diagrams and a couple old photographs,” he 
muttered. He tossed them aside on a separate pile. Written in German, Harold had 
no problems reading the diagrams and other relevant documents. He translated 
the text into English as he started reading. To his amazement, the document was a 
memo referring to someone from his family. 

“At Obersturmbannfthrer H. Brotzman’s request, we sent him and _ his 
brothers the original samples of D-VIII. Also included are our findings on such 
drug and the implications on the German war effort,” the memo read. 

That must be Horst, one of Opa’s brothers, he figured. While reading, he turned on 
a desk light. The document, dated ‘10. July 1944’, was sent to three men bearing 
Harold’s surname. 

“Gentlemen,” it read, “As fellow associates of $4 General Dr.-Ing. Hans 
Kammler’s growing empire of responsibilities, we share the same goals. Thanks to 
your family’s IG Farben connections, we achieved a peculiar breakthrough at our 
Breslau facility.” 

“Breslau,” Harold commented, “Isn’t that Wroclaw, Poland?” 

It continued, “Our past experiences at the Kaiser Wilhelm Institute 
uncovered a rare species of fungi. We noticed that ‘Object-18’, when synthesized, 
can cure what the British called ‘Shellshock.”’ Harold noticed a post-War revision: 
someone wrote ‘Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder?’ next to ‘Shellshock.’ 

“The result of our efforts was “‘D-VHY. At the time of this writing, we are 
undergoing further tests on this drug’s effectiveness. For this reason, we want you 
three to collect conclusive results for the Fatherland. Included in your individual 
parcels are prototype samples of D-VIII. Perhaps the students at NPEA Rakonitz 
would benefit from it. With hearty greetings, [Redacted].” 
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The large black stain on the sendet’s name left question marks in Harold’s 
mind. What makes this stuff so special to Walther and Ostara? Is it the effects, or the profits 
that come from selling it? Did someone rediscover D-VIL many decades after the war ended? 
Having made up his mind, he placed the documents back into the briefcase. 

A nagging question persisted in his mind. Bat seriously, what happened to the 
missing Bauer Industries securities? Harold pondered. Did Walther or Isolde forget to include 
them with the contents of this briefcase? 

“Either way,” he blurted, “Something’s not right about this.” He whipped out 
his satphone and dialed the Lovers’ numbers. 

On the other end, Isolde answered. “What is it, Wise ManP” 

“Brunnhilde,” he informed, “I have some bad news: somebody must stole 
the Bauer Industries securities from my office tonight.” 

“Verdammt,” Isolde cursed. “We should not have sent it to your office. To 
think that the Conspiracy would not go that far in stopping our plans was ignorant 
of me and Sleipnir.” 

“What happens now?” Harold wondered. 

“Nothing,” Isolde replied. “Just continue with your original duties.” 

“T know, but what about the other documents?” Harold asked. “They spoke 
about something called ‘D-VIII.’ What do they have to dor” 

“A few months back, do you remember how Allison eavesdropped on those 
Dweller wiseguysr” Isolde reminded. “Turns out they made a deal with Ostara 
over the original formula for D-VIII.” 

“What do they intend to do with itr” 

“Who knows, Wise Man?” 

“Even you don’t know?” 

“Information remains forthcoming on that end. For now, just focus on the 
Convention gathering. Sleipnir and I will provide with more intelligence as they 
become available.” Isolde hung up. 

2K 
(Thirty minutes later) 

“To conclude tonight’s meeting,” declared Father Leonard, “Representatives 
Nadine Bianchi and Henry MacDonald will have the floor. They would like to 
discuss the details of their ‘Four Year Plan’ with us.” 

The Convention clapped in unison as the two Ryanites rose to the occasion. 
Nadine, wearing her St. Teresa of Avila uniform, leaned beside Henry. Her 
uniform was a white blouse, a maroon sweater and matching jumper dress, red 
knee socks and a pair of red and white saddle shoes. Henry’s uniform consisted of 
a black sweater and necktie, white dress shirt, gray dress pants and black oxfords. 

They got out of the bleachers and went before the State Chancellor and his 
cabinet. A group of uniformed Ryanites placed three charts with easels next to the 
two Representatives. 

“Please discuss your Four Year Plan with us, Representatives,” Harold said. 

“With pleasure,” the Representatives responded. Nadine motioned Henry to 
go first. “State Chancellor,’ he announced, “There are many inactive Catholic 
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schools and parishes in this country. They closed whenever their Diocese or 
Archdiocese lacked the resources to maintain them. However, much of their 
infrastructure remains intact. That said, we believe they still can be converted into 
Republic assets.” 

The State Chancellor asked, “How can they serve as the Republic’s assets, 
Representative MacDonald?” 

MacDonald explained, “An obvious application is the production of Ryanite 
goods. Candy and soda are our biggest commodities. Representative Bianchi and I 
think that production should be increased ten-fold over a four-year period.” 

He continued, “As we speak, we have eighty-six abandoned schools and 
parishes dedicated to production. Half of them produce foodstuffs. Twenty of 
them are research labs. Ten are for evangelization purposes. And the remaining 
thirteen are dedicated workshops for crafting new inventions.” 

“And how do we increase productivity?” pondered Harold. 

Bianchi replied, directing his attention toward the chart between her and 
Henry. “Given our immense finances, the Republic should allocate funds toward 
buying more of these facilities. With the additional profits gained from pursuing 
this endeavor, we can donate them to our schools. This in turn will take the 
financial burden off of them.” 

“T can see your reasoning,’ Harold commented. “Even though we allocated 
some of our funds to the schools, we still have enough for this venture. Now what 
kind of facilities can we construct?” 

“While there are some limitations, the possibilities remain numerous,” said 
Henry. “But for now, we recommend four facilities.” He outlined them on the 
board using a marker. “Since we agreed to increase foreign student populations, 
sheltering them is our first priority.” 

He continued, “For this reason, we should convert a number of old schools 
into dormitories. Other examples are tanneries, metal and jewelry forges and 
storage units for all our products.” 

Everyone was stunned by the level of detail the two Representatives 
provided. Is any of this feasible? Harold thought, skeptical. Can closed school buildings 
and parishes facilitate these radical additions? 

One of the Convention members stood up and addressed his Philadelphia 
counterparts. He spoke on behalf of everyone’s doubts. “You guys sure talk big. 
Do you even realize how unreasonable this sounds to the clergy upstairs?” 

“Your logic is understandable, but also fallible,” smirked Nadine. “These 
proposed facilities should be built underneath the buildings. The existing 
infrastructure alone is not enough; additions are a must-” 

Harold remained unsure. “So we allow Bauer Industries to assist us in these 
matters?” he asked them. “Did an executive say that the company will offer their 
services to us at a premium?” 

“That is correct,’ confirmed Henry. “The company has been a major 
contributor for our efforts, State Chancellor. They intend to assist us once again.” 


124 


FAME AND HONOR 

“A task, which the company will pay in full,”’ Nadine added. Her remark 
signaled the end of the representatives’ proposal. After the boards were 
dismantled, Nadine followed Henry as he returned to the bleachers. 

Before long, the doves and hawks voiced their opinions to the rest of the 
convention. One hawk, “Though we appreciate Representatives Bianchi and 
MacDonald’s proposal, further improvements are necessary. We should not 
concentrate these facilities within a few Dioceses. A wiser approach entails their 
dispersal across several of them.” 

“But doing so prevents us from maximizing productivity,” a dove argued. “I 
believe we should focus production within a few Dioceses and Archdioceses.” 

“Regardless of which one, we will vote for them when the time comes,” 
Father Leonard reminded the two. 

Minutes later, after receiving the results, Father Leonard announced them to 
the entire Convention. “According to your votes, the majority of you are in 
support of the Four-Year Plan. In addition, most of you wanted our production 
centers distributed among several Dioceses.” 

He stuck the sound block with his gavel. “I hereby declare this as the end of 
our first Convention meeting. State Chancellor, please inform the USCCB of our 
decisions as soon as possible.” 

“Thank you, Speaker of the Convention,” Harold responded. 

2 KK 
(Two months later) 

Alone in his Plaidstadt office, Harold shuffled through some paperwork at 
his desk. For him, 21s December meant the beginning of a long winter break. He 
longed for a chance to leave, but growing responsibilities glued him to his desk. 
“Is there any end to the massive stacks of paper in my inbox?” Harold 
complained. “TI feel like these papers are multiplying behind my back!” 

Someone opened the door. Looking up, he saw Allison carrying a tray with a 
plate of gingerbread cookies and a cup of black coffee. She placed it on the desk. 

“Ts that for me?” Harold pointed at the tray. 

Allison nodded. “Just for you,” she said. “I figured you were hungry, so I 
made them in the kitchen downstairs.” 

“Thank you,” smiled Harold. He sipped the cup of coffee with both hands. 

“How is it?” asked Allison, eager to hear his feedback. “I made it myself.” 

Harold placed the mug on the desk, grabbed a gingerbread man and ate it. 
“For a homemade snack, it’s pretty good,” he told her. Harold sighed. He placed 
the unfinished documents on a pile. 

“What’s wrong?” Allison wondered. 

“It’s just heavy workload,’ Harold explained. “I didn’t think I had to go 
through all of them right after midterms.” 

“You were looking forward to the winter break, weren’t your” 

Harold nodded. “Anyhow, what’s the status on our decisions back in 
October? How did it affect Brotzmanskrieg?”’ 
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“Farlier this month,” she reported, “Most of the Convention’s decisions 
came into effect. RGA and Underground forces established a DMZ (Demilitarized 
Zone) in the Archdioceses of New York and Newark. Neighboring Dioceses of 
Paterson and Metuchen were also included.” 

“Does this mean the first step toward peace is within reach?” 

Allison shook her head. “Far from it,’ she replied. “It just means the 
establishment of a neutral zone for the Western Commonwealth to use. I think no 
one is happier about this than Eddie Mack, State Chancellor.” 

“True,” agreed Harold. “It was clear from the beginning that Mack wanted to 
use his Trading House to help the GACSS. This new DMZ is bound to improve 
his usefulness to us.” 

“Then again, Brotzmanskrieg was bound to happen at some point,” Allison 
commented. “All it needed was a spark, like the Rebirth, to set it ablaze.” 

“You think so, Allison?’ Harold wondered. 

“No doubt about it,’ she said. “The Confederation, while not under our 
jurisdiction, will serve as another worthy ally in our struggle.” 

“Have you met Francis Leblanc, my Confederation counterpart?” 

Allison shook her head. “TI haven’t, although people claimed he’s a pretty nice 
guy. Have you met him, State Chancellor?” 

“T have,” Harold replied. “He’s like the rest of us: intelligent, brilliant and 
intuitive in terms of furthering the Rebirth.” 

From the tray, Allison placed a file on Harold’s desk. “RGA High Command 
sent a recent report to my inbox under your name.” 

“What did it say?” 

“The report mentioned that the Remnants, along with Wonderland, are 
expanding military-industrial capabilities. But the progress is slower than 
anticipated, because the Bauer Industries securities went missing.” She addressed 
Harold. “Speaking of which, what happened to those securities?” 

“Good question,” Harold replied. “I never found it.” 

“That’s weird; I thought someone delivered it.” Allison changed the subject. 
“Anyway, remember how we promised to go out on a date?” She reminded him, 
“Today’s the day.” 

“Yeah, I think you’re right.” He got out of his chair. “Where do you want to 
go, Allison?” 

She suggested, “How about the Milchpalast? It’s not far from here.” 

“Sounds good to me,” Harold smiled. “Let’s get going then.” 
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“MAFVs are rolling out of the Underground’s factories by the thousands. Many of them are the 
new Marcella V/8, which has become the bane of Ryanite infantry in the Otherworld.” 
-General Stanley Adler, #4 RGA Panzer Brigade 


Not far from a busy highway, stood a non-descript farmhouse. Thousands of 

feet below, the personnel of Castle Blackstone coordinated the Ryanite war 
effort. Wearing his school uniform, Harold traveled along one of its many 
hallways. The fluorescent lighting on the ceiling flickered as he walked past two 
sets of double doors. He stumbled across the RGA’s nerve center, busy as always. 

In the middle of this round pavilion, he saw a gigantic table. It bore a map of 
the North American continent. He walked forward and examined it. The map’s 
borders were drawn according to Diocesan and Archdiocesan lines. Each one 
displayed their coat of arms and a tiny lightbulb. The blue lights indicated 
Republic; yellow meant Confederation, orange for neither. Canada had red lights. 

At the same time, uniformed Ryanite women and girls used croupier sticks to 
move figurines of flag poles with Republic ensigns around the map. Upstairs, he 
discovered a similar setup used for the Otherworld. Suddenly, his secretary, 
dressed in her St. Eustace uniform, approached him. She carried a clipboard with a 
stack of papers. “I see you’re distracted by their work,” smiled Allison. 

“True,” agreed Harold. “Did High Command want to see me?” 

Her mixed response confused him. “Well, in a way...,” she replied. “They 
wanted me to take you to the research labs. [ll brief you there, alright?” 

Allison beckoned him to follow her. They exited the War Room through 
another set of double doors. After reaching their destination, she briefed him. 
“This is Blackstone’s research lab. Here, the RGA design and develop new 
MAFYVs and Luftgeschwader planes. High Command, prior to this, experienced a 
few problems with its vehicles.” 

Harold asked her, arms crossed, “What kind of problems, Allison?” 

“The Underground is abandoning its old MAFV designs from the Rosy War, 
Brotzmanskrieg’s predecessor,” she explained. “In their place are a series of newer 
and deadlier designs. In the past, our troops had no problems dispatching them 
with Molotovs and bundles of stick grenades. Nowadays, the newer ones ate 
making short work of our infantry.” 

“Does High Command want us to produce some penetration tables at 
various ranges?” Harold added, “I don’t mind the work.” 

“Of course,” Allison replied. “After that, they want you and me to visit the 
Remnants’ ‘Panzer Dealership’ in Wonderland.” 

Moving past several Ryanites on desk duty, she directed him to a nearby 
firing range. Before entering, Allison advised him to take the ear and eye guards 


G*: blanketed the Pennsylvanian countryside on a dreary January morning. 


127 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
from a white shelf. “We can’t walk beyond this point,” she told him. Together, 
after donning the protective equipment, they went to an unoccupied spot. 

The table in front of them showcased the various antitank weapons available 
to the RGA. Most of them were old German Wehrmacht-issue weapons from the 
Second World War. Down range, 4,900 feet away, Harold and Allison saw several 
Underground MAFVs. All of them resembled either the Soviet T-34/76s or the 
KV-1Cs. The paintjob on their chassis showed various stages of wear and teat. 
The sides of the turrets displayed the Underground emblem—tred cross inside a 
solid white diamond. 

“Were these captured by the Ryanite infantry?” Harold pondered. 

Allison nodded. “Everything was taken from the Underground during a 
recent engagement in the Otherworld.” She pointed at the vehicles downrange, 
disclosing their designations. “The T-34/76 is the ‘St. Marcella’; the KV-1C is 
known as the ‘St. Vladimir.” 

Picking up one of the weapons off the table, Allison described them to 
Harold. “This is our premiere AT weapon: the Panzerfaust. It’s an unguided 
recoilless rocket launcher capable of destroying enemy armor.” 

She left it on the table, picking up a much larger and bulkier weapon. “Our 
other primary AT weapon is the Panzerschreck.” She struggled to wield it. “It’s...a 
lot heavier than the Panzerfaust...and it packs a wallop!” 

Allison then pointed at the last four items on the table. “The other big daddy 
with the scope is the PTRS-41 anti-materiel rifle.” She settled the Panzerschreck 
on the table. “Damn, that thing’s heavy.” 

Harold glanced at a funnel shaped hand grenade. It had three magnets 
attached to the base. “What’s this one called?” 

“A ‘Safecracker’ grenade,” Allison replied. 

“What ate they used for?” 

“As an AT-grenade, you attach it to an MAFV’s chassis using these three 
magnets,” she described. “They can do a serious number on enemy engines.” 
Aside from one exception, the other throwing weapons looked homemade. “Apart 
from Molotov cocktails, and bundles of German stick grenades, RGA infantry use 
the PWM (Panzerwurfmine).” 

Allison placed a PWM on Harold’s hand. “It looks like a Panzerfaust’s 
wathead meant for throwing,” commented Harold. 

“Good eye,” observed Allison. “But this is just one of many antitank 
weapons in the RGA arsenal. We also have some PaK40s, FlakK38 AA guns, and a 
couple FlakK36 AA cannons. As you may have guessed, a lot of the RGA’s 
weapons come from the Remnants.” 

“And did they...manufacture these weapons?” Harold wondered. 

“Yes, at some of their specialized assembly plants in Wonderland,” she 
replied. “Now for the fun part: are you ready to do some target practice?” 

Harold nodded. “Let’s blow stuff up!” 


2 KK 


(Several minutes later) 
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After making precise preparations and informing base security of their firing 
test, Harold and Allison braced themselves. They carried a plethora of antitank 
weapons of various types. Over the PA system, a male Ryanite announced the 
tules. “Destroy all the targets within a three-minute time limit. Destroyed MAFVs 
are worth ten points, while damaged ones are five. The person with the highest 
scote wins. God be with you!” 

Soon, sitens blared and the MAFVs downrange began to move. With the 
PTRS-41, Harold went prone and took aim at a Marcella turning left. Harold 
noticed the MAFV exposing its right side armor. The target within his crosshairs, 
he fired several rounds at it. 

The bullets ricocheted against the armored hull; the Marcella continued 
moving. Reloading, he shot the target a few more times before it could turn right. 
One of the bullets managed to penetrate its fuel tank, setting the chassis ablaze. 
Another Marcella flew midair after being hit by a rocket. 

Harold covered his face. Once gravity brought the smoking wreck back to 
the ground, he picked up a Panzerfaust. Pulling the safe upwards revealed its 
trigger mechanism: a squeezable, rectangular lever. Harold got back on his feet and 
placed the tube’s midsection over his shoulder. The safety doubled as a sight. He 
used it to adjust his aim. 

Upon finding a suitable target—a fast-moving Marcella, Harold prepared to 
shoot it. He squeezed the lever down, producing some back blast as the rocket 
began flying. It collided with the front armor at high speed, leaving behind a 
massive hole. The target’s movement halted. Excited, Harold tossed the smoking 
tube aside. “Made in Russia, destroyed in the USA!” he remarked. 

Allison overheard him. “Are you having fun? I feel like this is starting to 
become mote like a date,” she yelled. 

“Too true,” he screamed in reply. Harold saw a lone Vladimir closing in on 
his position. Reaching for a Safecracker grenade, he chucked it at the rear of the 
vehicle. “Fire in the hole!” he shouted. 

The magnets latched onto the chassis like a spider web capturing ensnared 
prey. He ducked and took cover the moment the grenade detonated, spewing 
pieces of metal all over the place. That was a cose one. 

Concerned for Allison, Harold hollered, “Are you okay over there?” 

“Doing fine,” she replied in a clear voice. “Thanks for letting me know.” 

“No problem,” he added, “It’s just that I find it odd how you can use these 
weapons without any issues. Did you receive the same kind of training like I did?” 

“T guess you could say that,” Allison answered, before firing a Panzerschreck 
at another Vladimir. “Like you, I too joined the Volksarmee.” 

Harold had trouble hearing; his ears started ringing after she fired her 
Panzerschreck. “What? Did you say something, Allison? I can’t hear you!” 

Both he and Allison picked up some PWMs and threw them at four 
Marcellas before ducking. Another loud explosion rocked the firing range, as each 
destroyed two of them. “Never mind what I said,” he added. Behind the destroyed 
Marcellas, Harold saw a Vladimir still operational. He saw a rocket flying towards 


129 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
the turret, ricocheting upon impact. The Vladimir continued moving. Picking up 
his own Panzerschreck, he shot a rocket at it, causing another explosion. 

Before long, the sirens returned. The same voice announced the results. 
Harold turned around and watched a fake wall panel reveal a hidden camera. “And 
the winner of is our own State Chancellor. Congratulations!” Allison walked to 
him, hands clapping. “Not too bad,” she commented. 

“Same for you, Allison,” he complimented her. “When will High Command 
release the results?” 

“This Friday,” she replied, “Right after we get dismissed from school.” 

2K 
(Five days later) 

In the northern caverns of Wonderland, Harold and Allison went to the 
Dealership. While traveling along a long corridor, Harold spoke to Allison. “I’ve 
heard a lot of stories about this place,” he told her. “They say this facility produces 
sixty percent of all RGA armaments and vehicles.” 

“And those stories are full of truth,’ she informed him as they turned right 
toward a door guarded by a retinal scanner. Allison motioned Harold to use the 
machine. “You’re registered in their system, aren’t you?” 

“Say no more,” he replied, nodding. Inserting his eyes into the machine, a 
faint light scanned Harold’s retina. It verified his identify. The machine 
announced, “Retinal confirmed. Welcome, Harold Sebastian Brotzman.” 

The doors opened. They walked into an empty passageway ahead of them. A 
bulletproof CCTV camera, mounted on a ceiling, observed their movements. 

On his right, Harold noticed a factory floor below. He watched workers 
assemble rifles, machine guns and handguns along a moving assembly line. Upon 
completing a batch, workers packed the guns into crates. Hauling them from the 
floor, several forklifts offloaded them on Opel Blitz trucks. The assembly line ran 
like a well-oiled machine. 

Beyond the next door, Harold and Allison walked along a catwalk that 
overlooked another assembly line. Loud and noisy, workers played an impromptu 
serenade of industrial tools as they manufactured German World War I armored 
cars and halftracks. Large cranes lowered gun turrets on several armored cats. 
Others installed treads and wheels on the halftracks. The completed ones drove 
off the assembly line, engines revving like custom hotrods. 

Exiting the catwalk, past yet another door, Harold and Allison encountered a 
security checkpoint. Behind a wall of sandbags, several Hitler Youth members 
with Kar98k rifles were assisted by two automated sentry guns. A sentry greeted 
the two Ryanites. “Guten Tag,” he said. “May I see your papers pleaser” 

After being handed their documents, he examined them. “Everything seems 
to be in order,” he said in a cheerful voice. He motioned the two to move along. 

At the end of a short corridor, Harold discovered what looked like a store. 
The presentation reminded him of the ones inside American shopping malls. It 
even had a store sign with a catchy name: ‘Merchant of Prague.’ Entering the 
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store, he and Allison were accosted by a familiar face in a Hitler Youth uniform. 
“Harold,” he greeted, “It’s been a while since we met.” 

“Lester von Baumgartner,” Harold pondered, “What are you doing here?” 

“Oh, that’s right...” Lester snapped his fingers. “The Lovers didn’t tell you. 
Aside from my duties as Prime Minister, I also manage this dealership in 
Wonderland.” 

“Sounds like a lot of work for a Prime Minister, don’t you think?” Allison 
told him. 

“Not really,” admitted Lester. “The Prime Minister of Neudeutschland has 
bureaucrats to deal with most matters. In theory, that’s supposed to give the Prime 
Minister free time.” 

“Ts that sor” Harold surveyed his surroundings. The spacious and large area 
confirmed his suspicions. Part MAFV dealership, part gun store, the setup blew 
his mind. “This place is huge,” he commented. “Is everything being produced in 
the nearby workshops and factories here?” 

“Well, yes and no,” Lester answered. “After passing through a checkpoint, if 
you turn right, you'll end up in our Luftgeschwader showroom.” 

“Save that for another time.” Allison presented Lester with documents 
straight from RGA High Command. “Those head-honchos running High 
Command sent us here. They want us to do their shopping for them.” 

“Then you came to the right place,” Lester told her. He then asked Harold, 
“What might be on today’s shopping list, State Chancellor?” 

“Take us to the Panzer dealership,” said Harold. 

“Right this way.” Von Baumgartner escorted them to their destination. 

Walking past sales clerks offering Ryanites and other customers some 
weapons and military hardware, the three reached the dealership. Located adjacent 
to the gun store, the showrooms displayed MAFVs in production. Next to them, 
small metal carts showcased their ammunition and controllers. Though impressed 
by the sheer volume of displayed weapons systems, Harold and Allison had to 
start somewhere. “Where should we begin?” asked Allison. 

Lester suggested, “Start with the light ones first.” 

To Harold and his secretary’s amazement, the showrooms offered two light 
MAFV models. The bronze plaques designated them as the St. Louis IX class. 
“Isn’t he the patron saint of armed soldiers, Harold?” Allison asked him. 

“He is,” Harold told her, confident in his response. He pointed at one he saw 
in action at Bedrock Mills. Asking Lester, he told him, “Is that a Louis IP” 

“Yes, it is,” responded Lester. “Like the Panzer 38(t), the Louis I is of non- 
Ryanite origin. It was designed and manufactured by a factional power that got 
absorbed into the Underground. When the RGA was formed, they took their 
Louis Is with them.” He pointed at it. “This is one of them.” 

Allison and Harold noticed an HD-TV, on the wall above the display case, 
flicker to life. It played a recording of the vehicle demonstrating its features, along 
with a voiceover by Lester. “Rugged, Reliable, Resilient: that’s the motto of this 
baby. The Louis I Light Panzer comes equipped with a fine plasma cannon, two 
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laser guns and a top speed of 50MPH. With a crew of four, the autoloader has you 
covered. St. Louis IX: come live the simple life.” A price of ‘$7,500’ appeared on 
the screen. 

When it ended, Harold asked Lester, “Against Underground Marcellas and 
Vladimirs, does the Louis I stand a chance?” 

“Not at all.’ Lester explained, “It’s an old, time-tested model from the 
previous conflict, the Rosy War. The Rolled-Homogenous Armor cannot 
withstand their shells. And its engine becomes underpowered if we install the 
newer weapons.” He offered a suggestion. “But it’s still a good design, however. If 
we temove the turrets, we can convert some into St. Hubert I Tank Destroyers.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” approved Harold. He turned to the other TV 
showcasing the other light MAFV. “Trying to conduct some speedy recon work? 
The Louis IT Light Panzer is a fast and nimble piece of work. Armed with our 
specialty auto-cannon, laser guns and room for three, it’s like a thief in the night! 
St. Louis IX: come live the simple life!’ A ‘$8,400’ price appeared on screen. 

“What about that one?” pondered Allison. 

Lester replied, staring at the chassis, “Its cannon cannot puncture their 
armor. But unlike the Louis I, this one has a better transmission.” He then glanced 
at the turret. “If the RGA likes it, we can create the Louis II/B. It’ll have six wire- 
guided TOW missiles that will aim for the top side of enemy armor.” 

“Nice,” Harold said, amused. “We’ll have the Louis II/B.” 

Like the light MAFVs, the storerooms for mediums showcased only two. 
“These MAFVS are our workhouse creations,” announced Lester. “Named after 
St. Maurice, the patron saint of knights, they’re designed to fight enemy MAFVs.” 

Harold examined the plaque on a case displaying a Panzer HI M. “Maurice 
1/G,” he muttered. Soon, a similar recording was shown on an adjacent TV. 
Medieval music accompanied the vehicle’s demonstration. “People say Chivalry is 
dead outside the dating scene,” the voice of Walther announced. A close up of its 
impressive main gun followed. “But who’d want to hook up with this warhorse?” 
The cannon fired, the shell colliding with the hull of an Underground MAFV. 

“For this iron warhorse,’ Walther’s voice said in a badass tone, “Its four 
knights roll with honor. The Maurice I/G: a seven foot long Goliath with plasma 
cannon, laser guns, and Anomaly-imbued RHA armot. This is not for kids, nor for 
dating couples. It can be yours for $15,550. St. Maurice: knighthood redefined.” 

“Does Walther work here?” Harold asked Lester, after hearing his voice. 

“No, he just offered to do the voiceovers for the medium and antitank 
MAFYVs a couple years back,” explained Lester. He then discussed about the 
Maurice I. “The reports aren’t new: the Maurice I is incapable of penetrating 
Marcellas or Vladimirs. High Command thinks it should swap roles with its 
infantry-support cousin, the Maurice I/E.” 

“Any reason why?” Harold pondered, incredulous. “Well, considering how 
the Maurice II looks like a Panzer IV, ’m wondering if history is repeating itself.” 

Lester replied, “The Maurice I’s suspension cannot withstand the weight of 
our new main gun design. Maurice Is, however, can without any problems.” 
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“Makes sense,” presumed Allison. “We'll inform High Command of this 
change in roles.” She noticed an advertisement for the Maurice II playing. 

Walther voiced over a group of RGA infantry in German halftracks, 
supported by Maurice IIs. “Overrun by Panzergrenadiers! Infantry disembark their 
halftracks, assaulting the enemy with minimal losses. The Maurice II/E’s cannon, 
capable of firing a variety of shells, are their guardian angels. For just $21,420, 
these boys can sleep easier tonight. St. Maurice: knighthood redefined.” 

“About the cannon, Lester,” Harold asked him, “Why’s it so special?” 

Lester directed him to the model on display. “It can fire four different shells. 
‘Super-Semtex’ High-Explosive; ‘00 Buckshot’ turns the cannon into a huge 
shotgun; and then there’s Tungsten-tipped APCR (Armor Piercing, Composite- 
Rigid) and HEAT (High-Explosive, Antitank) shells.” 

“Quite a mouthful,” mumbled Allison. “So, if our Maurice Hs receive a larger 
cannon on their turrets...” 

“The damage is more than enough to dispatch most Underground vehicles,” 
interjected Lester. “Along with extra armor, it will be called the ‘Maurice II/F.’ It 
should be a stop-gap until we can produce the deadlier ‘Maurice II/G.”’ He 
continued, “Moreover, we can convert any damaged Maurice Is into St. Hubert 
II/B Tank Destroyers. In other words: a miniature StuG or ‘Assault Gun.” 

“Good to hear,” commented Harold. “Anything you can share about the St. 
Hannibal Heavy MAFVs? Ot are they still undergoing further development?” 

“Sorry Harold, you know I can’t disclose anything before the big reveal this 
Pall,” Lester reminded him. “Other than that, will this be everything?” 

“Tt should be,” said Allison. “In any case, Harold and I will be going now.” 

Lester waved his goodbyes as he watched the two Ryanites leaving. 

2 KK 
(One day later) 

Back at his Plaidstadt office, before sunrise, Harold yawned in front of an 
active Teleportation Transponder. “Is there a reason why we’re having a meeting 
in my office at 3AM?” 

Walther, Isolde and Margaret were seated in front of his desk. “Well, it’s 
kind of urgent, Harold,’ Margaret told him. 

“What’s going on?” he said to them. 

“Bad news,” Walther stated, “IDA troops have mounted an offensive against 
Wonderland and the GACSS. Their goal is to break through the RGA’s defenses 
and capture this building, preferably with us inside.” 

Harold gasped. “You got to be kidding me, Walther! The IDA is launching 
an offensive!” 

“Pm not kidding,’ Walther insisted. “It’s best that you understand the dire 
urgency of the situation we’re now in.” 

“Where will they attack?” Harold asked. 

Walther beckoned him and the girls to the desk. He laid out a map of the 
Philadelphia Archdiocese on Harold’s desk. “Now that the railways in Underworld 
are repaired, they will begin attacks from there.” Walther picked up a red wax 
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pencil. He drew red lines along tunnels from the west side of the Archdiocese. 
“Therefore, they will break through our new defensive lines near Bedrock Mills, 
and then make moves toward Wonderland.” 

“Got it,” Isolde noted. “What is our plan, Walther?” 

“Pll radio High Command for reinforcements,” Walther replied. “Harold and 
I are going to help Representatives Bianchi and MacDonald and their militia to 
fend off the attacks. In the meantime, I need you and Margaret to infiltrate 
Underworld for us.” 

“How ate we supposed to infiltrate that place if the IDA are heading this 
way?” questioned Margaret. 

“No worries, Margaret,” Walther assured her. “Halfrida was generous enough 
to leave us a Teleportation Transponder somewhere in the city. All you and Isolde 
need to do is find Representative MacDonald, the one possessing the other 
Teleportation Transponder. You find him, and you'll be able to go there unseen.” 

Walther, Margaret and Isolde pulled out their handguns. They each loaded 
their guns with a full mag. “It’s about time the Remnants and I help the Ryanites 
in their battles,” Walther declared. 

Harold turned to Isolde. “Where’s my SIG Sauer?” 

Isolde went into Harold’s desk and pulled it out from a drawer. “Make every 
shot count,” she told him. 

Harold took his SIG Sauer from her. “I won’t,” he said, cocking it. 
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Chapter Fourteen: Saboteurs! 


Godmother and Briinnhilde; February 2"°-12™ 2013 
( ty 


“The RGA incursion beyond Bedrock Mills last month compelled us to launch a joint 
counterattack with the Underground. We intend to take the battle to them.” 
-Prime Minister Vincent Ludwig, Official Communiqué 


down proved tortuous for Margaret. With a thousand feet remaining, 

Margaret decided to pass the time. “Hey Isolde, I know we’re going to 
Underworld, but something’s on my mind. Any idea why we need to go there? Do 
we have a plan, once we get there, or are we just raising hell?” 

“Good to see you’re paying attention,” Isolde smiled. “Walther wants you 
and me to go to Underworld and sow chaos there.” She brandished her Mauser 
C96. “Today, we’re going to take the fight to them.” 

The elevator doors opened. The girls stepped out of the elevator. In an 
empty concrete room, the girls overheard the sound of gunfire. Margaret pulled 
out her Makarov and loaded a new clip. “Looks like the attack on Plaidstadt has 
already begun,” she commented. 

Margaret turned to her left and pointed at the door in front of her. “Pll take 
the door on the left. You take the other one.” 

“Understood,” Isolde complied. While watching Margaret leave the room, 
she called out, “Be careful.” At the other door, she opened it, her gun close at 
hand. With no hostiles on other side, Isolde entered the adjacent room. 

To her left, gunfire emanated from the beyond a closed door at the end of a 
long corridor. The air around her felt intense as she walked toward the door. 
Halfway into the corridor, the door was blown open. Smoke filled the corridor. 

Isolde coughed. Her ears ringing, she kneeled and fired several rounds at the 
shadowy figures. The figures, taken by surprise, fell to the floor. Isolde advanced 
toward the slain cadavers, examining their person. 

“IDA soldiers,” Isolde noted. She picked up a Mosin-Nagant rifle and a few 
clips from the bodies, she rushed through the door. 

Beyond the doorway, the smoke began to dissipate. A hundred yards away, 
she witnessed an ongoing firefight between RGA and IDA soldiers. Margaret was 
among the friendlies engaging the enemy from behind a barricade. Isolde sprinted 
to her position, diving next to her as bullets whizzed past the barricade. 

After Isolde landed, Margaret stared at her. “Thank God you're still safe.” 
She breathed a sigh of relief. 

“Likewise,” responded Isolde. “What’s going on here?” 

“As far as I know, the security units came under enemy fire,” Margaret 
recalled. “The opposition is supported by machine guns and armor. They got, I 
think, St. Ingrid 142s.” 

Almost a hundred yards away, a row of miniature Hotchkiss H39 fired their 
howitzer cannons at the entrenched Ryanites. Balls of blue plasma flew towards 
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them. One ball managed to land behind two Ryanites at a wall of sandbags. It 
detonated, killing the two RGAs and demolishing the sandbags. 

The other RGA soldiers, from their entrenched positions, took potshots at 
the enemy units. A few got killed after repelling an enemy assault. The surviving 
IDAs were forced to retreat. Their commanding officer addressed the Ryanites 
through a portable loudspeaker. Isolde and the Ryanites saw him, standing at the 
enemy’s position. 

“Ryanites of the Greater American Catholic School System,” he proclaimed, 
“Hear my voice! I am commander of the 14% Infantry Brigade, 2°4 Battalion of the 
Independent Dweller Army . We represent the armed forces of the Dweller nation 
and its citizens from the Southwest to the New England states. As I speak, we 
have Plaidstadt surrounded. Surrender now! You will be given proper treatment.” 

“The hell we will!” Isolde shouted, shooting the officer in the chest with the 
Mosin-Nagant. She ducked just as the enemy returned fire. 

“What’s gotten into your” questioned Margaret. 

“No decent Ryanite should believe in those liars.” Isolde told her. “You are 
as naive as you look, Margaret. By ‘proper treatment’, they mean captivity in a dirty 
labor camp! Geneva Convention regulations for POWs do not apply down here.” 

A. firefight ensued. From behind, several Ryanite Maurice Is and IIs 
approached the girls and the pinned-down Ryanites. Two platoons of Ryanite 
Panzergrenadiers followed. Together, they charged the IDA positions. 

The girls watched them chuck stick grenades at the enemy, before attacking 
them in close quarters. Using brass knuckles, daggers, handguns and rifle butts, the 
Panzergrenadiers pummeled the IDA infantry into a bloody pulp. The Maurice Is 
and IIs fired well-placed shots at the Ingrid 142s, destroying them. Relentless, they 
and the Panzergrenadiers pursued the survivors into the tunnels. 

Isolde stopped Margaret from following them. “Let those boys fight.” She 
pointed at the other tunnel passageway. “On your feet, we’re going west.” 

Everywhere the girls went, combat filled the tunnels. Few areas were spared 
from this ongoing carnage. At one area, they came across a traveling convoy of 
Opel Blitz trucks. Isolde and Margaret waved at them, and the trucks came to a 
halt. A group of Ryanites exited their vehicles, guns drawn. “What are you two 
doing here?” the convoy leader demanded. “People are dying in these tunnels!” 

Margaret explained her and Isolde’s situation to them. “We need to reach the 
front at the cavern beneath St. Gertrude Catholic High School in Lansdale.” 

“Are you joking with me, Representativer” he questioned. “Why go there? 
It’s a bloody warzone over there!” 

“Don’t worty about us,” barked Isolde, “We can take care of ourselves.” 

The convoy leader, however reluctant, agreed to take the girls there. “If you 
say so, get in the back! Hurry, we’re expected at the front!” 

On the way to the front, the Ryanites prayed for minimal losses and a swift 
end to the violence. After arriving to the battlefield, the infantry rushed to 
reinforce their besieged brethren. Isolde and Margaret accompanied them. In the 
cavern beneath St. Gertrude in Lansdale, the whole place was a meat grinder. The 
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defenders persisted in staving off the IDA’s superior numbers. At the same time, 
another wave of enemy reinforcements appeared. 

“Keep shooting!” an RGA officer shouted. “Don’t let them pass through!” 

From concrete bunkers, Ryanite machine gunners played a bullet serenade 
with their MG34s and 42s. Attackers within a dozen yards of the bunkers received 
a nasty surprise. Encroaching infantry triggered Bouncing Betty Anti-Personnel 
landmines, while Teller AT mines immobilized the treads of MAFVs. 

Taking cover beneath a battered barricade, Isolde spoke to the RGA 
members there. “Who’s the one in command of this placer” 

“Representative MacDonald,” one of them answered. “Follow me, [ll take 
you to him.” 

At his command post, Henry MacDonald spoke to the Vo/ksarmee on a field 
radio. “We're still holding out, Wise Man,” he reported. “So far, the IDA hasn’t 
breached the perimeter yet. Those who do ate sent to their maker.” The girls 
entered the room, just as he changed frequencies. 

“T need an air attack run at my position,” he ordered. “Send some Ga205Es 
and get those mini-Stukas to deal with the enemy armor!” Henry set the telephone 
aside on a table. Gunfire and explosives reverberated outside. The groaning voices 
of the dying were heard in another room. 

“Good to see you again, Representative MacDonald,” Margaret greeted. 

Henry smiled. “I’ve been expecting you two.” 

Both girls nodded. “Good,” he replied, “High Command wants this done 
before the week’s end.” Henry placed a Teleportation Transponder on the ground. 
As it flickered to life, he added, “The TT leads to a hotel room somewhere in 
Underworld.” 

“We could use a map,” Isolde mentioned. 

“Say no mote, I got it.” Henry handed Isolde a map of Underworld. 

Margaret recalled, “Are you sure this Teleportation Transponder is stable? 
Don’t the Dwellers use jammers to prevent us from infiltrating their lands?” 

“Not in the case of Underworld, Representative,’ Henry explained. “It looks 
like Halfrida enjoys wreaking havoc at that Dweller city for some reason.” 

“Tell me about it,” commented Margaret. 

Isolde addressed Margaret, “Are you ready to go?” 

Margaret nodded. “Lead the way.” 

The girls walked toward the Teleportation Transponder. They entered its 
floating door and disappeared from Henry’s command post. 

2K 
(Exghteen hours later) 

In a bedroom within a small hotel suite, Isolde grabbed a two-way radio from 
a table. “Isolde,” Walther’s voice called out, “Are you and Margaret in 
Underworld?” 

“Way ahead of you,” she informed him. “We’ve infiltrated Underworld.” 

“Glad to hear, Isolde,” he said. “Is Ostara somewhere within Underworld?” 
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“Nein.” Isolde faced the door behind her. “She’s nowhere to be seen in this 
city. Got any idea where she ran off to, Walther?” 

“Ts that sor” Walther went silent for a moment. “I just received a report from 
Halftrida,” he announced. “From what I can tell, Lady Ostara went to Mothers 
Den, the holy city of the Dweller religion, the Eastern Hares.” 

“Why would she go there?” 

“Tf I had to a guess, I suspect it has something to do with the new Matriarch 
of the Eastern Hares. If it isn’t obvious by now, Ostara is a Maiden herself.” 

So that’s why she calls herself Lady Ostara?’ She commented, “Walther, that 
makes me wonder if Matilde is still Catholic.” 

“Good question,” Walther muttered. “Anyway, as a Maiden, Ostara knows 
that the Matriarch can inspire a holy war against the Ryanites. We'll deal with that 
problem later. For now, let’s concentrate on what’s at hand.” 

“Alright,” Isolde beckoned, “Lay out the carpet for us.” 

He replied, “Gather intelligence from the personal computer of Underworld’s 
Mayor. Then destroy Underworld’s MAFV motor pool and escape.” 

“Affirmative,” Isolde broke contact with Walther. She hid the radio on a 
hollowed compartment inside a fake wall panel. She shed the dirty BDM uniform 
she wore and donned a Joseph Callahan uniform. Before exiting the room, she 
braided her hair in front of a mirror. 

In the adjacent living room, Margaret sat on a chair with her arms crossed. 
Margaret addressed her personal concerns. “Do you think someone will catch 
wind of my presence down here? The students of GACSS recognized my face.” 

Isolde shook her head. “No, I doubt the Dwellers know you or me. Just stay 
close to my side and remain calm,” Isolde advised. “The darkness and the city 
curfew will keep us undetected, so long as we don’t cause a commotion.” 

“Where are our guns?” Margaret asked. “And where are we heading?” 

“T gave them to a local arms dealer with ties to the Dweller Mob,” Isolde 
explained. “Halfrida recommended me to him for what we’re about to do tonight. 
In short: we’re going to extract data from the city mayor’s manor house and then 
sabotage a local IDA supply depot. ” 

“Well, that’s easier said than done, Isolde.” She got out of her chair. “Listen 
Isolde, my Catholic education is not like yours. Sure, I can handle a Makarov, but 
sabotage and infiltration are different matters.” 

“You don’t need to do much,” Isolde insisted. “Just watch my back, and we’ll 
be back in Wonderland before dawn, okay?” 

Margaret nodded. If you insist, it’s better than staying here.” 

Sneaking out of the hotel building through a rear service entrance, Isolde and 
Margaret hid behind a dense bush. Both girls took their time while studying their 
surroundings. Not long after, a small convoy of Dweller MAFVs rolled across the 
road in front of the girls. 

A squadron of St. Ingrid 148s MAFVs cruised through the street, their 
headlights on. 
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A platoon of infantry, armed with PPsh41 submachine guns, marched in 
formation behind the Ingrid 148s. Isolde gazed at the soldiers and their 
equipment. “They must be conscripts, new recruits who’ve yet to see combat.” 

“Looks like they’re also enforcing tonight’s curfew,” Margaret whispered. 

With the IDA patrol gone, the girls dashed toward an alleyway on the other 
side of the street. They made the wise decision to avoid the main roads and their 
well-lit street lights. Safe in the darkness of the alleyway, the girls navigated its 
narrow paths. Huge piles of bagged trash acted as obstacles, forcing the girls to 
take other routes. 

Isolde scaled a dumpster and grabbed onto a ladder connected to the fire 
escape of a three story tenement. “Do you need my help?” Margaret wondered. 

“Not yet,” she answered, climbing up the ladder. “Keep following me.” 

From the fire escape, the girls traveled to the tenement’s rooftop. On the 
roof, they surveyed the surrounding area for a dead drop. Isolde pointed in the 
general direction. “If the arms dealer is correct, our weapons are over there.” 

At the same time, Margaret brought Isolde’s attention to a sturdy wooden 
board connecting the roof with an adjacent tenement. The girls crossed the board. 
On the other building, they walked down the steps of its fire escape. From a safe 
distance, they jumped to the alley below. With all except one alleyway unblocked, 
Isolde and Margaret approached a sidewalk. 

Back in the streets, the girls saw an IDA patrol with several MAFVs. The 
girls, in a hurry, crossed the street and entered an alley. The IDA patrol with 
MAFVs passed by them. They followed the alleyway across two blocks of 
intersections. At the end of the path was a small, enclosed courtyard. 

The courtyard had a ring of empty tables. A big duffle bag rested atop one of 
the tables. Isolde unzipped it and glanced at its contents. She retrieved Margaret’s 
Makarov, a silencer attached to the barrel. 

“Thanks,” Margaret said. She pulled the slide back, a .380 ACP bullet loaded 
in the chamber. 

Isolde reached for her Mauser C96, along with its new attachments. A 
custom-made thirty two round drum magazine, a silencer, and a modified trigger 
mechanism were included. 

With the C96 unloaded, Isolde pointed it on the wall in front of her. She 
squeezed the trigger. It emitted clicking sound. “Das ist nett,’ she commented. 
Pulling the trigger down, the gun emitted several rapid clicking noises. 

The duffel also contained other equipment. “What else do we have in here?” 
Margaret asked Isolde. 

“A hacking tool, a lock picking set, and several blocks of Semtex explosives,” 
noted Isolde. “The hacking tool should allow us to break through the encryption 
on the PC of Underworld’s mayor.” 

“The Dwellers have computers?” Margaret pondered. 

Isolde nodded. “Rich Moles have access to them,” she explained. “The 
Bluebloods have their own computers and operating systems.” She slung the bag 
over her shoulders. “Follow me, Margaret: we’re heading to the mayor’s manot.” 
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Along the way, enemy patrols remained heavy as they got closer to the site. 
Apart from them and the girls, the whole city was doused in complete silence. 
Crossing a bridge that separated the rest of the city, the girls arrived at the manot’s 
grounds. While lying prone, Isolde noted the presence of searchlights and machine 
gun nests. She studied the light’s movement patterns. 

She told Margaret, “As always, stay close to me—we’re almost there.” 

“Hold on,” Margaret pleaded, “Let me catch my breath.” 

The searchlights’ patterns alternated. “Take your time,” Isolde insisted. “I 
think Pll need more time to study these searchlights.” 

2 KK 

At the right moment, they evaded the searchlights, moving toward a gap in 
the fence’s perimeter. The girls crawled through it, and proceeded into the house’s 
compound. The front entrance was well-lit and guarded by several IDA soldiers. 

“Should we try the front door?” Margaret wondered. 

Isolde shook her head. “Too risky,” she told her. “The backdoor is our next 
bet.” She and Margaret snuck into the backyard. 

Towards the rear entrance, they spotted two sentries. From afar, they 
eavesdropped on their conversation. 

“Next week’s attack will make those Ryanite bastards tremble,” one of them 
boasted. “And we have no one to thank except Lady Ostara and her money.” 

The other sentry laughed. “Lucky her: that foolish Ryanite Fuhrer Brotzman 
will never see her coming.” He later added, “Hey, ?'m gonna take a smoke break. 
Holler if you need me, okay?” 

“T got you covered,” the first one replied. “Just don’t take too long. The 
general will have us on late-night guard duty again if we get caught.” 

Isolde tapped on Margaret’s shoulder. “Stay here.” 

“Are you going to kill that guy?” Margaret pointed at the one with the 
cigarette in his mouth. 

She nodded. Isolde snuck toward the lone sentry. Her heartrate beat at a 
steady pace, her breathing rhythms regulated. Up close from behind, she caught a 
whiff of the tobacco that the sentry smoked. Without warning, Isolde grabbed the 
sentry and placed her gun’s barrel to his head. In a dark corner from a distance, 
Margaret watched Isolde. 

“What the hell?” the sentry gasped in horror. His eyes glanced at Isolde’s gun 
barrel. “Please, don’t kill me,” he pleaded, “I have a wife and girl to support.” 

His home life reminds me of mine and Walther’s. Isolde kept a tight grip over him. 
“Pm just a lonely girl in a faraway land,” she admitted, “And Id like to tour this 
place. Is there something waiting to bite me on the other end?” 

“Like Pm going to tell you,” the sentry scoffed. 

“IT suppose the GACSS will have to send your family its kindest regards, 
Drecksau,” she growled. “Mind if I splatter your brains somewhere?” 

“Okay, okay...there are several sentries covering the whole building. A 
couple IDA officers reside here with the Mayor’s permission. They’ve turned his 
home into their personal headquarters.” 
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She continued the interrogation. “How about the Mayor’s office,” Isolde 
pressed, “Anything else worth mentioning?” 

“The office is always locked at all times,” he told her. “The floor has motion 
sensors; your faintest signatures will trigger the alarms.” 

“Nice of you to share,” Isolde said. “Sleep tight.” She pistol-whipped his 
head. The other sentry spotted her. Isolde killed him with several well-placed 
shots. She sighed in frustration. That makes two bodies then! The bodies proved to be 
too heavy for her. OA, Forget it. 

Isolde signaled Margaret to regroup with her at the rear entrance. 

At the foot of the door, Isolde removed the lock picking set. “Watch my 
back,” she told Margaret. 

Inserting the pin and tumbler picks into the keyhole, Isolde fumbled with the 
tumblers. She pushed them upward with the picks. The third pin allowed her to 
unlock the door. “It’s unlocked now, Margaret.” 

Inside, the Venetian hallways were well-lit; the light split the darkness into 
small pockets. Up ahead, the girls saw an unarmed sentry walking down a rear- 
stairway. He turned left and walked down that hallway. Isolde and Margaret snuck 
by, walking up the stairs, avoiding contact with the other sentries. 

At the opposite end of a second floor hallway, several soldiers guarded a large 
room. Unlike the sentries, they wielded Soviet SKS rifles, helmets and body armor. 
“That must be the officers’ security detail,’ Margaret whispered. 

“And they don’t seem too difficult to outwit,” Isolde added. She turned her 
head toward a door on her left and went through it. Margaret followed Isolde to 
another door. After picking its lock, they entered a room containing a PC. 

Margaret asked, “Is this the Mayor’s officer” 

“Doubt it,” Isolde replied, informing her of the motion sensors inside the 
Mayor’s office. “Plus, I don’t hear any alarms going off.” She then went over to 
the computer and connected the hacking tool to a USB port. The tool itself acted 
as an encryption key, enabling Isolde to compromise the computer’s encryption. 

With access to the computer, Isolde opened up a program. It acted as the 
control mechanism the sensors inside the Mayor’s office. Using the mouse, she 
deactivated them. “Gwz,” she said, “The system’s off. Let’s get going.” 

Several rooms down, they reappeared on the other side of the hallway. The 
sentries still remained in their positions, now located on the girls’ right. 
Fortunately, the darkness in the hallway blanketed the girls, allowing them to enter 
the Mayor’s office undetected. 

Inside, the girls overheard a heated discussion next door as they went over to 
the computer. “The Ryanites repelled our attack with ease. How is this possible?” 
someone said, infuriated over the recent news. 

“Sit, the RGA did not only send the Vol/ksarmee,” another voice explained, 
“They instead pitted their most elite formations against us. Their ‘State Chancellor’ 
led the counterattacks. We didn’t have a chance.” 

“You mean the thorn on Lady Ostara’s side?” first voice pondered. 

“Yes sit, it’s that dumb lackey of the Nazis.” 
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As the voices continued, Isolde browsed the Mayor’s computer. Margaret 
stood by, awaiting further orders. Upon acquiring some valuable Intel, Isolde 
exported a copy onto the hacking tool. With the data on hand, the girls proceeded 
to their next target. 

At the stroke of midnight, the girls arrtved at an IDA motor pool. The place 
remained active, despite the time. Still awake, Isolde and Margaret snuck into a 
large building. Inside, they watched mechanics working overtime, performing 
repairs for several damaged IDA MAFVs. Preoccupied by their duties, the 
mechanics failed to notice the girls sneaking into the motor pool. The noise of 
their machinery muffled their movements. 

Back outside, both girls were taken aback by the amount of MAFVs present. 
Most of them, still hot off the assembly line, had yet to fight a single battle. “This 
is it,” Isolde declared to Margaret, facing her, “Our chance to turn this place into a 
scrapyard. You ready for this?” 

Margaret nodded. “Since I don’t do explosives, I got your back.” 

Pulling out Semtex charges, Isolde primed them with a ten minute timer. 
Once rigged to blow, a green light on the explosives started pulsating, emitting a 
faint glow. Isolde proceeded to plant them in an evenly fashion. At various spots, 
she left a few Semtex charges at various fuel and ammo containers. 

While rigging the last charge, Margaret asked her a question. “You think the 
explosives will turn this whole place into scrap?” 

“No doubt,” Isolde predicted. “The synthetic fuel, not counting the ammo, is 
more than enough.” After rigging the last one, she informed her, “It’s done. We 
should leave before the bombs detonate.” 

“Good idea.” Margaret concurred as she and Isolde fled the scene. They went 
to another motor pool—an impound lot full of captured Ryanite vehicles. The lot 
housed a few Toyota trucks, some Hanomags and Opel Blitzes. A few RGA 
armored cars, modelled after the six-wheeled Sd.Kfz 231, were also found. 

Upon breaking down the lock, the girls searched for a fast getaway vehicle. 
“Eureka,” proclaimed Margaret, upon finding one. “What about this one, Isolde?” 

Isolde examined it. Much to her amazement, it was a Wehrmacht-issue 
Zindapp motorcycle in pristine condition. What is this doing here? As Isolde 
expected, the sidecar also sported a mounted MG34 light machine gun. The 
sidecar even carried a metal ammo box full of 7.92X57mm Mauser rounds. 

Isolde turned on the vehicle. Its transmission showed no sign of engine 
failure. “Hop in,” she motioned Margaret. 

“You know how to drive this thing?” Margaret wondered. 

“Part of my Catholic education,’ winked Isolde. Within seconds, the 
motorcycle accelerated away from the motor pools. During their escape, an 
explosion rocked the city. “That must be the explosives I planted,” she presumed. 

“Oh joy, we got company,” Margaret warned Isolde. 

A few hundred yards ahead of the girls, a security checkpoint prepared to 
intercept them. “Enemies closing in on our position,” a sentry echoed. “Don’t let 
them get past the gate!’ With their service rifles, the guards opened up. 
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Though most of the bullets missed the girls, a few of them damaged the 
motorcycle. Isolde drew her C96 and pulled the trigger down, disregarding the 
recoil. “We won’t make it out alive unless they’re pinned!” she yelled. 

Manning the sidecar-mounted MG34, Margaret defended herself and Isolde. 
She fired the gun on full-auto. The enemy ducked for cover as the girls sped past 
them fired away until the clip ran dry, followed by loud clicking. 

“We did it, Margaret,’ Isolde told her, exhilarated, “We got out alive!” 
Successful in their escape, the girl sped into the night. 

2K 
(Ten days later) 

A strong wind hurled heavy amounts of snow, sleet and rain into Philadelphia 
and its surrounding suburbs and counties. White and gray clouds blotted out the 
morning sun, inches of snow piling up on buildings, parks and landmarks. In 
Downtown Philly, the Republic ensign fluttered alongside the American flag at 
Archbishop Kurz, a Catholic high school featuring old Neo-Gothic architecture. 

On the sidewalk outside the front entrance, Harold, Henry and Nadine 
waited during first period. They wore black wool overcoats over their uniforms. 
The embroidered cuffbands on their left sleeve bore their school names. 

Harold shivered in the cold. He unbuttoned the fold-down skirt on his ski 
cap, buttoning it below his chin. “What’s taking them so long?” Harold 
complained. “Representatives, are you sure they’re coming?” 

“Don’t worty, State Chancellor,” Henry assured him, “You didn’t miss a day 
of school for nothing.” 

“T speak good German, Representative,’ Harold bragged. “What about you 
and Representative Bianchi?” 

“Well, I chose French, while Nadine chose Polish,” Henry boasted. 

Though the visibility was poor, Nadine observed their surroundings with 
binoculars. The wind carried a faint aroma of food from nearby Chinatown. In the 
distance, she spotted a long, black convoy of Audis, BMWs Mercedes-Benz and 
Porsche luxury sedans. “I think that’s our guests,” she called out. 

Henry and Harold stared at the incoming cars. “Is that them?” Harold asked. 

“Should be,” Henry said. “The Office of Religion and Enrollment paid for 
the transportation, food, room and board.” 

“Go figure,” Harold muttered. 

The convoy, due to their size, entered a gated parking space next to the 
school. The three Ryanites remained at the entrance. Before long, a hundred 
youths approached the entrance. Harold, together with Henry and Nadine, 
welcomed them with warm smiles. “Welcome to America, Comrades!” 

The arrivals responded in their native tongues, their interpreters translating 
them into English. “It is an honor,” Harold said. “Cardinal Wolk and His 
Eminence’s Archdiocese are proud to have invited you all here today.” 

Everyone clapped. While clapping behind Harold, Henry whispered to 
Nadine, “TI think High Command, Hannelore and Eddie deserve mote credit.” 

“We can talk more about Brotymanskrieg later, Henry,” Nadine whispered. 
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“So,” Harold asked them, “Are we ready to begin our tour of the first five 
American Catholic high schools?” 

The arrivals agreed. Harold beckoned them to follow him. Henry and Nadine 
blew whistles, and the school’s Civil Guard opened the doors. The boys followed 
Henry and Harold as they entered the three-story building. The girls, however, 
followed Nadine to Joseph Callahan, Archbishop Kurz’s sister school. 

Harold, Henry and the boys treaded on the marble floors of a lobby with 
four hallways. Antique furniture accommodated a small lounge at the center, a 
chandelier suspended from the ceiling. Beyond it, a mahogany stairway that went 
two stories up. Pairs of guardsmen patrolled along walkways and balconies next to 
adjacent classrooms. 

Impressed, a few arrivals snapped photos with smartphones and cameras. “In 
1890,” Harold declared behind the lounge, “The Archdiocese opened this school 
with the help of an influential Philadelphia businessman. For the first time in fifty 
years, Archbishop Kurz is proud to be tuition-free again.” 

The arrivals clapped. Harold and the arrivals trudged upstairs to the freshmen 
and sophomore classrooms. From the walkways, the arrivals peered through the 
windows on the doors. 

Inside the classrooms, steel crucifixes hanged over marker boards. Teachers 
taught and lectured the students on a wide array of curricula. The students, seated 
at their desks, listened and made notes. Nobody paid attention to the people 
outside their classrooms. The State Chancellor, Henry and their arrivals continued 
touring around the entire school. 
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Chapter Fifteen: Detour To Mothers Den 
(Ryanite Chorus; February 12"-March 2", 2013) 


“Old Dwellers like Ludwig are extreme isolationists. They like their privacy a littl too much.” 
-Halfrida Brotzman 


eanwhile, at Hannelore’s vacation shack in Wonderland, Walther laid out a 
lh: on a table. Isolde, standing on the other side of the table, looked over 
the map with him. The map contained suspected sightings and locations of 
Ostara within the Dweller World. “Did Halfrida send you this map?” Isolde asked. 
Walther nodded. “She gave it to me, now that she’s no longer running 
operations in the Dweller World. That hasn’t stopped her or us from hunting 
Ostara, though.” 

The sheer volume of sightings and hideouts on the map surprised Isolde. 
“Where do we begin?” She glanced at the map. “Halfrida is implying that we 
seatch over a thousand cities, villages and farms for Ostara!” 

“Ja, that might be a problem,” Walther noted. “There’s no way anyone going 
to find her anytime soon, Isolde. The manpower, along with the resources, is 
simply not there. Therefore, I’d say we try to narrow down the number of places 
to check, based on what we know.” 

“What we know about Ostara’..., 
examples for me?” 

“Is there a connection to Ostara’s reasons for choosing to hide in the 
Dweller World?” pondered Walther. “Does she have supporters in the 
Independent Dweller Party or the People’s Northwestern Union? Why did she 
suddenly refer to herself as ‘Ostara’ all of a sudden? These are just a few examples 
and there are more I can come up with.” 

““Ostata’ is the name of a Germanic goddess from Austria, is it not?” Isolde 
recalled. 

“Well, that’s one part of the story.” Walther scratched the back of his head. 
“The Germanic goddess Ostara, whom Matilde borrowed her nickname from, was 
a patroness of the East, dawn, rebirth and resurrection. In spring, it’s said that 
Ancient Germanics devoted hares and eggs to her. They saw her as a fertility 
goddess, a source of new life after the end of harsh winters.” 

“Those offerings remind me of Easter eggs and bunnies,” gigeled Isolde. 

“It’s because Ostara was where the tradition originated, Isolde,” Walther told 
his wife. “The tradition continued, long after the Catholic Church converted the 
Germanic tribes into Catholics. There is a reason why Ostara rubbed shoulders 
with Christ on Easter. It’s because there was an ancient effort to preserve those 
traditions, but to what end?” 

Isolde explained, “What other reason is there, Walther? The simplest reason 
is this: to make the Catholic faith palatable to the Germans of old. Traditions of 
Yule lived on within Christmas, just as offerings to Ostara lived on within Easter.” 


” 


muttered Isolde. “Care to name some 
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“People may deny that fact, but it’s the truth,” Walther concluded. “Still, that 
doesn’t get us anywhere closer to finding Matilde, Isolde.” 

“T know, but I just had to say it,” Isolde said. “That said, you think Matilde 
chose the name ‘Ostara’ because she wanted to join the Eastern Hares?” 

“What made you say that?” Walther asked. 

“If everything you’ve told me is true, then there has to be a possible 
connection.” 

Walther paused for a minute. “Are you saying Matilde joined the Eastern 
Hares in the years after the Rosy Warr” 

“Now, it may sound like a stretch, but consider this,” Isolde stated. “Matilde 
was never seen in public after the Rosy War. According to the rumors Halfrida 
uneatthed about her, it’s been said that she went on a pilgrimage of sorts to 
Mothers Den.” 

“Mothers Den,” Walther pondered, “You mean the Holy City of the Eastern 
Hares? But weren’t we there with Halfrida almost a year ago?” 

Isolde nodded. “I know it sounds redundant, but that doesn’t mean it’s a 
terrible place to search for Matilde, right?” 

“That’s true,” Walther replied. “But Isolde, don’t you realize that getting 
there won’t be easy? Outside of RGA jurisdiction, all the entry points to the 
Dweller World have been sealed off by the IDA. In the Otherworld, the IDA even 
deployed jammers to prevent Teleportation Transponders from being used.” 

“Naturlich, | understand that,” Isolde said. “Refresh my memory: does the 
IDA maintain Teleportation Transponders to keep their troops in the Otherworld 
supplied?” 

“The Plaid Orchestra, RGA Intelligence, has evidence of that,” Walther 
mentioned. “Their Teleportation Transponders are connected to their Otherworld 
outposts and IDA military bases in the Dweller World.” 

“So that gives me an idea.” Isolde suggested, “Why not we take a trip to the 
Otherworld, infiltrate one of the IDA’s outposts and use them to bypass the IDA 
borders? It'll save us the trouble of fighting our way through hundreds of miles of 
fortifications.” 

“What about Halfridar’” Walther asked. “Should we bring her along as well?” 

“Leave her out of this, Walther,” said Isolde. “She’s still searching for the 
right people to be Harold bodyguards. Besides, I think I know the right team who 
could help us.” 

Walther guessed, “Republic Representative Anthony ‘Action Andy’ Accardo 
and his Nightingales of the Plaid Orchestra?” 

“You got it,” Isolde smirked. “I hear a bunch of new recruits within his outfit 
are itching for a fight.” 

“Do you know his phone number?” Walther pulled out a satphone. “I want 
to call him.” 

Isolde showed Walther the number on her satphone. With Accardo’s 
number, Walther dialed it and waited for him to answer. 
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“Who is this?” Accardo’s voice blared on the other end. “How’d you get this 
number?” 

“Action Andy, this is Sleipnir speaking,” declared Walther. “I’m calling you at 
this hour because my wife was convinced that you were best to speak to. 
Apparently, you and your group of misfits might have what it takes to help us nab 
Ostara or at least neutralize her.” 

“You're joking,” Accardo said. 

“Pm not joking at all,” Walther insisted. “Listen, if you interested in my 
office, meet me at the Milchpalast in Philadelphia. Come alone. [ll give you the 
details once you’re there, got it?” 

“Understood,” Accardo answered before hanging up. 

Isolde wondered, “So? Why'd he say?” 

“T think he has agreed to help us,” Walther commented. “Isolde, I want to 
call Harold and Margaret. Tell them that we’te heading to the Otherworld later 
this month.” 

“Pll let them know, Walther.” Isolde dialed Harold and Margaret’s numbers 
on her satphone. “For now, all of us should get some much needed rest. Once 
we're in the Dweller World, it’s going to be long trip away from home.” 

“That would be wise,” Walther said. 

2K 
(Eighteen days later) 

Before the sun rose in the Otherworld, ten black Huey helicopters hovered 
overt the dreary landscape of Eden. Travelling toward Eden’s Mississippi River, 
each Huey carried a door gunner with a Bundeswehr-issue MG3 machine gun on 
both sides. In the lead chopper, Accardo lit a Cuban cigar in his mouth. His legs 
protruded from the chopper, arms wrapped around a SIG SG550, a Swiss-made 
assault rifle. Harold, Margaret and the Lovers, clad in Fackeltrager suits, sat on the 
benches. All four wielded G3 assault rifles. 

The co-piloted shouted to the passengers over the chopper’s loud rotor 
blades. “We're flying over the Other-Mississippi. ETA’s in less than five minutes.” 

Accardo spoke to the others on board the chopper. “Once we’re hit the 
ground, keep moving and avoid ACPs whenever possible.” 

Walther addressed Harold and Margaret, holding an object that resembled a 
Geiger counter. “I assume you all know how to use one of these?” 

“What is that, Walther?” Harold asked. 

“It’s an ACP Detector,” Walther explained. “People use them to find ACPs 
and hunt Anomalies.” He handed it to Harold. “Get a good feel for it, Harold.” 

Harold’s thumb pushed a switch on the right side of the detector. A faint 
green glow flickered on an LCD screen. The screen displayed a map of Eden, with 
the center showing a bright blue chevron. “Does the chevron indicate our current 
position?” 

“Ja,” Walther answered. 

As the chopper passed the western bank of the Other-Mississippi, several red 
blips appeared on screen. A few blips were amassed in large clustered. “The red 
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blips are the locations of possible ACPs. Unless we’re looking to get rich, we 
should stay away from those sites.” 

“Why note” asked Margaret. 

“ACPs are too dangerous to exploit without sufficient equipment of 
knowledge of the land,” Isolde warned. “Not all display the same effects and just 
prancing around any cluster unaware will get one killed.” 

“All the more reason why we’re sticking together,’ Margaret concluded. 

In an open field, a few miles from the western riverbank, the Hueys landed. 
Harold, Margaret, and the Lovers disembarked with Accardo and a detachment of 
Nightingales. Everyone formed a citcle around the LZ in various stances, 
providing covering fire for the Hueys. One by one, the Hueys flew away from the 
field, and returned east. 

Outside the chopper, the surrounding area was almost dark. No moon 
hanged over the nighttime sky, and dawn was a few hours away. Accardo, 
crouched next to his guests, glanced at a wristwatch. “3:21PM EST,” Accardo said. 
“That’s the Otherworld for you, ladies and gentlemen.” 

A Nightingale called out to Accardo from across the field. “Flanks secured, 
sit,” he said. “We’re ready to move at your command.” 

“Alright, we’re moving out then,” Accardo responded. He turned to Walther. 
“Are you sure you four are going to be okay? State Chancellor and Representative 
Richardson have never seen real combat before.” 

“They have, Representative Accardo,’ Walther assured him. “Both can 
handle themselves, and even then, neither is going to die on my watch.” 

Isolde cocked his G3. “Ready when you are, Accardo.” 

“Excellent,” Accardo said. “Move your butts, people! We need to ambush a 
convoy. If we’re fast, we'll be in the Dweller World before supper.” 

“You heard Accardo, you two,” Walther addressed Harold and Margaret. 
“Get a move on.” 

Harold and Margaret got off their knees. “Right,” Harold said. 

The four traveled along the roadside of a countryside road. The Other- 
Mississippi flowed on their right. Following the river upstream, they came across a 
small barn on the other side of the road. Everyone crossed the road and 
approached the barn. The lights of the IDA firebase gleamed over a mile to the 
northwest. 

Without warning, Harold’s ACP detector began ticking. He followed 
Margaret and the Lovers to the left side of the barn. They too heard the ticking 
sounds. “Why won’t this thing shut up?” Harold said, irritated. 

“It’s not going to shut up unless we triangulate the nearby ACP and harvest 
its Anomaly,” Walther told him. “The person who designed that thing intended it 
to function that way.” 

Accardo ran up to the four. “We got company on the road from the north,” 
he warned them. 

“What’s coming our way, Representative Accardo?” Margaret asked. 
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“A convoy of trucks and a few pickup trucks,” reported Accardo. “The 
pickups have mounted machine guns. I’d say we set up positions on the ditches 
along the road and ambush them!” 

“How much time do we have left?” Isolde wondered. 

“Less than five minutes,” Accardo noted. 

“Can’t we avoid the convoy altogether?” suggested Harold. 

“Negative, State Chancellor, your ACP Detector suggests otherwise,” 
Accardo said. “A couple ACPs are a few hundred yards to the west, all of them 
Tesla ACPs. We'll all be deep-fried if we get too close.” 

Harold sighed. “I guess we have no choice. Accardo, get your men in 
position. The Lovers, Margaret and I will garrison the barn and provide support 
from inside.” 

“Understood,” Accardo replied. He ran away from the barn. 

“Lead the way, Harold,’ Margaret told him. 

Harold ran into the barn. Inside, Margaret and Isolde took positions on the 
windows downstairs. Harold and Walther ran up a flight of stairs. To their right, 
they saw two windows. Walther pointed at the window on their left. “You take the 
left, Pll cover the right.” 

“Will do,” Harold responded. He crouched next to the left window, his 
position providing a full view of the distant firebase and the approaching convoy. 
He aimed his G3 at the lead vehicle—a pickup truck—of the convoy of conscripts. 

The convoy, its headlights turned on, drove toward the barn along the 
countryside road. From the right on the right side of the road, a Nightingale with a 
Panzerfaust fired a shot at the lead vehicle. The recoilless rocket landed a direct hit 
on the pickup truck. The vehicle flipped on its side, blocking off the road. 
Gasoline leaked from the fuel tank as its injured passengers struggled to get out. 

Without mercy, Harold and Walther opened fire on the IDA at the lead 
vehicle. They slaughtered two enemy soldiers in a lead fusillade. One bullet 
whizzed through one soldier’s eye, the blood from the back of his head splattered 
the truck doors. 

Walther was ecstatic. “Was your shot, Harold?” Walther asked. 

Harold, his finger on the trigger, did not hear Walther over his rifle. On full 
auto, he sprayed the other trucks with bullets. Most of them failed to hit the 
soldiers or the vehicles. 

The other trucks, alerted by the ambush, halted behind the overturned 
vehicle. The drivers, along with the passengers, got out of the vehicles. A firefight 
ensued between the Nightingales and the IDA. Several Nightingales flanked the 
convoy from their left-flank and fired Panzerfaust rockets at the vehicles. All of 
the other vehicles were destroyed. 

From downstairs, Isolde and Margaret helped the others mop up the 
surviving IDAs. Margaret’s G3 ran out of ammunition. “’m Reloading.” She 
ducked under the window and replaced the empty mag with a fresh one. Isolde 
fired accurate, precise shots at the IDAs, killing two of them. “You’re never going 
to hit anything if you and Harold keep firing on full auto.” 
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“What am I supposed to do then?” Margaret ducked under the window. 

Isolde fired several more rounds. A few bullets whizzed toward her. In a 
split-second, she rolled away from the window. The bullets ricocheted on the barn 
wall behind them. “Learn to use short controlled bursts,” she suggested. “If you 
can’t do that, use single shot.” 

“Care to show me how?” Margaret handed Isolde her G3. 

With Margaret’s rifle, Isolde showed her the G3’s fire selector switch. She 
flipped the switch to single shot. “There, that should do it.” 

“Thanks Isolde,” Margaret said. She returned fire from her window. 

Isolde rushed back to her window. She squeezed the trigger at an IDA soldier 
charging toward the barn. Three bullets knocked him off his feet. 

Walther had its sights on the last enemy soldier—an officer with a radio 
handset. One shot, he blew the handset off the officer’s hand. He pumped several 
rounds into the officer to finish him off. His G3’s magazine was now empty. 
Walther tossed the old mag aside, inserting a new one into the chamber. He 
whistled in admiration of the carnage ahead of him. “That, Harold, is called a 
successful ambush.” 

“Tell me about it,” Harold commented. “None of these knew how to shoot. 
Something tells me they’re just recruits whose lives were cut short by RGA elites.” 

“Isn’t that what the Nightingales are all about?” chuckled Walther. He heard 
the girls leave the barn in a hurry. “Come on, let’s head outside and rejoin the 
others and Action Andy.” 

2K KK 

On the toad ahead of the barn, the enemy convoy was reduced to a 
smoldering junkyard. Bodies laid flat, their faces young and inexperienced. The 
radio from the lead vehicle crackled with the voice of a radio operator from the 
nearby firebase. “Beehive to Honeycomb Twelve, do you read me?” a male voice 
repeated the transmission. “Beehive to Honeycomb Twelve, do you read me?” 

From the overturned truck, Accardo settled a Teleportation Transponder 
next to the barn doors. As it flickered to life, everyone entered its golden door. 
Harold, the Lovers and Margaret, along with the Nightingales, arrived at a supply 
depot somewhere in the Dweller World. Surrounded by tall stack of crates, 
Accardo glanced at the time on his wristwatch. “5PM EST,’ he informed 
everyone. “Not too shabby for a morning’s work.” 

“What’s next on the to-do list, Representative Accardo?” Margaret asked. 

“Representative Richardson,” Accardo replied, “If intelligence is correct, then 
we ate at IDA Supply Base Theta. Our next priority is to inflict as much damage 
to this installation before making our way to Mothers Den by mag-lev train.” 

“How far is Mother Den, Representativer”’ Harold pondered. 

“About a few days drive from here,” Accardo told him. “Like it or not, State 
Chancellor, we’re not going anywhere until we destroy the equipment that the 
enemy’s storing here.” 

The sounds of multiple rumbling engines and rolling tracks echoed from 
beyond the crates. Isolde commented, “Sounds like this installation is housing 
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some MAFVs. If you ask me, now would a perfect opportunity for us to turn 
them against their owners.” 

Walther studied the noises. “They don’t sound like Underground or IDA 
MAFYVs to me.” 

“How can you tell?” Harold said. 

“The engines sound like a beehive than a gasoline or a diesel,” Walther noted. 

“Forget the MAFVs, Harold,” Margaret told him. “What I want to know 
how we’re supposed to deal with them.” 

“Like Isolde said earlier, we’re going to use them against their owners,” 
Accardo reminded Margaret. “That should compensate for our lack of superior 
firepower.” 

Isolde noted, “That reminds me: neither Harold nor Margaret have had prior 
training with MAFVs. Piloting an MAFV is different than destroying one.” 

“This is going to be interesting.” Walther smirked, his eyes darted between 
Harold and Margaret and his wife. 

“Are you saying that you and Walther have piloted one before?’ Harold 
asked Isolde. 

Isolde nodded. “Just so you know, State Chancellor, Brotzmanskrieg wasn’t 
the first conflict Walther and I fought in. Like Accardo, we also fought during the 
Rosy War.” She beckoned Walther, Harold and Margaret to follow her. “Pm 
taking point, you three.” 

“What about me and my Nightingales?” Accardo wondered. 

“Representative, you have the honors of blasting this place to hell once we’re 
done here,” Isolde winked. 

“Understood,” Accardo said. 

Isolde, Walther, Margaret and Harold followed a path on their left. Accardo 
and his Nightingales traveled in the opposite direction, away from the MAFVs. 
Everyone disappeared in a labyrinth of stacked crates. On the western end of the 
maze, Harold and his cronies entered a lifeless office. Inside, from the downstairs 
office, they tracked the noise to a nearby motor pool. 

At the motor pool, IDA field mechanics performed routine maintenance on a 
few Dweller Ingrids. A few rows of unfamiliar MAFVs were parked in an open 
yard, enclosed by barbed wire fences. 

“As I expected,” Walther said, peering through the downstairs window. “The 
IDA is storing a few foreign MAFVs at this facility.” 

Harold gazed at the unique designs. “What are those MAFVs?” 

Walther pointed at a row of MAFVs resembling M3A1 Stuart tanks. “Those 
are St. Lillian M1As,” he explained. Behind the Lillians were miniature M3 
Lee/Grant tanks. “And those MAFVs over there are St. Marconi I/ As.” 

“What’s that supposed to meanr” Margaret pondered. 

“It means that those MAFVs are of FYC/Union manufacture,” clarified 
Isolde. “The IDA must have built them under a production license from the FYC 
or the PNU.” 
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“Either way,” Harold said, “One of those MAFVs will be ours for the 
taking.” He pulled his SIG Sauer and installed a silencer onto the gun barrel. 
Margaret and the Lovers did the same. 

The four exited the office through the front door. They appeared next to a 
well-lit street lamp. From the small office building, they crossed the street and 
approached the main entrance of the motor pool. Harold kicked down the door 
with full force and charged into the building with others. 

Inside, a mechanic with a glass bottle of soda spotted them. “Hey, you’re not 
supposed to be here!” he shouted, reaching for his handgun from a nearby tool 
cabinet. Walther shot several rounds at his head. The mechanic dropped the 
bottle. It shattered as he fell on the concrete floor in a pool of blood. 

The four advanced further into the building, past a parked Studebaker US6 
truck. They split into two pairs and walked toward the two rooms behind the 
Studebaker. Harold and Margaret took the left room; the Lovers got the right. 
Next to the rooms, Harold and Walther peeked around the corner. They went into 
the room, Margaret and Isolde covering them. 

No hostiles were found in either room. From their pockets, both boys bent a 
violet nightstick. As the stick glowed, the boys tossed them at a corner in their 
respective rooms. 

They reemerged from the rooms. “Nothing there,” Harold told Walther. 

“Same for this room,” Walther added. “All I found were the controllers and 
helmets for the Lillians and Marconis.” 

The other mechanics returned from the yard, tired and exhausted. The four 
opened fire, taking them by surprise. “That has to be the last of them,” Harold 
commented. 

“How many were working in the yard?” Margaret asked. 

“Six,” Harold recalled. Six bodies, minus the one next to the broken glass 
bottle, were lying on the ground. 

“The one I shot should make seven,” mentioned Walther. He ejected his Colt 
1911 and inserted another magazine. 

“Sounds about right,” muttered Isolde. 

From the front door, a few Nightingales showed up. The squad leader carried 
a duffel bag of spare civilian clothing for both sexes. The four pointed their 
handguns at them. “Hold your fire, we’re RGA,” the squad leader yelled. 

The four put their guns down. Walther glanced at the wooden box they 
carried. “Are there explosives inside that box?” 

“Got plenty of C4 and Semtex,” the Nightingale with the box stated. “Under 
Action Andy’s orders, we’re going to level this joint.” 

“Before you do,” Walther insisted, “We'd like to use one of the MAFVs in 
storage in here.” He gestured at a truck parked behind him and his cronies. “We'll 
hop in the back of that Studebaker. In doing so, we need someone to drive the 
truck for us.” 

“Tl take the wheel.” The squad leader gave the duffel bag to Harold. He 
turned to his four subordinates. “Hawkins,” he told the Nightingale with the 
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explosives, “I want Colombo, Miller, and Dubanowski to help you rig this place 
to blow. Once we’re done here, I want nothing standing!” 

“We'll do what we can, Perkins,” Hawkins answered. The other Nightingales 
escorted him to the yard of MAFVs. 

Perkins hopped into the driver’s seat of the Studebaker. He poked his head 
out of the opened window. “This will be the last time we’re going to be here, so 
go ahead and pick the best equipment for your MAFV.” 

Walther addressed his cronies. “You heard him, Kameraden.” 

“Where do we begin?” Harold asked. 

“Harold, you and Margaret grab some visors and controllers for us to use,” 
Isolde suggested. “Walther and I will run into the yard and activate an MAFV that 
we can use.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” Margaret said. “Come on, Harold, let’s go.” She and 
Harold went inside the left-hand room on the far end of the motor pool. 

The Lovers went into the yard. In the yard, the four Nightingales were busy 
setting charges around the MAFVs. Walking past them, they approached a 
Marconi in working condition. 

The Marconi, like the M3 Lee/Grant, sported two plasma cannons. A small 
cannon was mounted the coaxial turret, while a larger cannon was fixed into the 
hull. The MAFV also came with a laser machine gun on the turret, another built 
into the hull and a third in the cupola atop the turret. 

Isolde kneeled behind the Marconi. She pulled back a rear hatch, revealing its 
engine. “This one appears to be in working order, Walther.” Isolde opened the 
ammunition compartment in the back of the turret. The batteries installed in the 
ammo storage compartment glowed green. “The batteries are at full power, too.” 

Closing the ammo compartment and the rear hatch, Isolde cracked her 
knuckles. “This should be good.” 

Hawkins approached the Lovers. “We’re ready to blow this motor pool to 
kingdom come. Have you found an MAFV that you like?” 

“We just did, Nightingale,” Walther said, pointing at the Marconi beside him 
and Isolde. 

KK 

The Studebaker rolled out of the motor pool. The Nightingale behind the 
wheel turned left and sped away from the building. The Marconi, piloted by 
Harold and his cronies, followed the Studebaker. At high speed, the Marconi fled 
from the building in time before the bombs detonated. Like dominos, the 
demolition charges exploded one after another. They leveled the motor pool, the 
roof collapsing underneath it. The Lillians and the other Marconis in the yard were 
reduced to scrap, the smoke from the collapsed building enveloping them. 

Up the road to the north, the Studebaker and the Marconi navigated through 
empty streets. In the back of the truck, Harold sat on a bench next to the Lovers 
and Margaret. He stared through the visor on his helmet. A reddish reticule 
formed in the middle of his eye. With a joystick connected to the cupola-mounted 
laser machine gun, he tilted the stick and looked for potential targets. 
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Next to him, Walther controlled the turret’s coaxial cannon and machine gun. 
His wife drove the MAFV, while Margaret manned the hull-mounted cannon and 
machine gun. 

The other Nightingales sat on the other bench. Their radio handset crackled. 
“This is Action Andy,” Accardo announced, “We and the guys just leveled the 
enemy ammo dumps west of the motor pool. We even managed to nab some intel 
from a radio station along the way. Everyone, we’re off to Mothers Den!” 

Further up the road, the Studebaker encountered an IDA checkpoint. The 
driver stopped the vehicle a few hundred yards away from it. The Marconi 
zoomed past the Studebaker. Its guns and cannons took aim at the sentries 
garrisoned inside two guardhouses. The cannons demolished the guardhouses. 
The machine guns ripped the sentries to shreds as they fled outside in terror. 

“Nice shooting, Harold,’ Walther praised in awe of the destruction. 

“Thanks,” Harold said, “But I’m just getting started!” 

The Studebaker’s driver, having witnessed the carnage, drove through the 
checkpoint unmolested. The Marconi followed in its wake. 

The two vehicles crossed a bridge leading away from the IDA supply depot. 
They converged on a nearby road. Up ahead, three enemy Ingrid 142s rolled from 
the roadway on the left. The Studebaker halted. The Marconi charged past it. 

Walther steadied his aim on the closest Ingrid. He guided the position of the 
reticule on his visor with the joystick. He fired a shot, his plasma bolt scoring a 
direct hit on the Ingrid. “That’s a kill!” 

Margaret fired the hull-mounted cannon at the one behind it. The second 
Ingrid caught on fire. Open flames and sparks flowed from its now exposed 
cupola. “So was that one!” 

The last Ingrid fired back. It struck the armor of the Marconi. “Heavy 
damage sustained on the left tread,’ Isolde told them. “It’s now immobile.” On 
her visor, the bluish silhouette of the Marconi’s left tread blinked red and blue. 

“T can’t get the hull’s cannon to face the last Ingrid, Walther,’ Margaret said. 

“Pll take care of it,’ Walther replied. He fired a shot at the Ingrid. The bolt 
ricocheted on its front armor. “I missed.” 

The Ingrid fired another shot. Its plasma bolt landed a successful hit on the 
Marconi’s cupola. Harold’s visor faded as the camera inside the cupola deactivated. 
Walther fired a third bolt at the Ingrid. This time, the bolt destroyed the Ingrid. 
“One less Ingrid for the IDA,” Walther announced. 

“Yeah, but what about the Marconi,” Harold asked, “Can’t we fix it?” 

“Nein Harold,” Walther answered. “We didn’t bring the repair kit. After all, 
we're only using it to escape the area.” 

The Studebaker continued moving. It turned right and followed the road 
about a mile east of the depot to a train station. In front of the entrance, Accardo 
and the rest of the Nightingales waited for them. The truck pulled over on the 
adjacent roadway. The driver and its passengers got out and dashed toward the 
train station. They raced up a flight of steps in front of the entrance. 
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Accatdo waved his arm at them. “Just in time,” he told them. In the distance, 
the sound of alarms blared from inside the supply depot. 

“Looks like the IDA security forces are now alerted of our presence,” 
Walther noted. “Thank God these guys were incompetent rookies and not the 
ones running the Dweller World’s borders.” 

“Save the chatter for later, Walther,” Harold said. He spoke to Accardo. 
“Who’s next, Representative?” 

Accardo gazed at the hands of a clock above the station’s entrance. “An 
automated mag-lev train is scheduled to arrive in less than five minutes. We better 
be on it by then.” 

Several IDA pickup trucks and infantry raced to the train station. “Speak of 
the devil.” Margaret fired a few rounds at the enemy with her Makarov. “We got 
company, Kameraden!” 

The Nightingales emptied their assault rifles at the approaching IDAs. “Get 
inside, everyone!” Accardo shouted. As everyone went inside the train station, 
Accardo tossed two stick grenades at an oncoming truck. The grenades detonated, 
a thick blanket of smoke enveloped the enemy’s line of sight. Bullets whizzed 
through the smoke as Accardo rushed inside. 

In the train station, everyone sprinted across the building to reach the 
terminal. IDA soldiers chased after them, sending bullets their way. “Don’t let 
them escape, men!” an IDA officer shouted at his subordinates. 

Harold and his cronies zigzagged from cover to cover down a long corridor 
to the terminal building. They emptied whole magazines at the pursuing IDAs, 
allowing Accardo and his Nightingales time to reach the terminal unscathed. 

From their persons, the Lovers tossed smoke grenades at the IDAs. Harold 
and Margaret, crouched beside them, reloaded their G3 rifles. At the terminal 
building, they saw a train coming to a complete stop. “Hurry, the train,’ Accardo 
yelled at his Nightingales. 

Harold pointed at the train. “Kameraden, the train’s now here!” he told his 
cronies. “Let’s go!” He rushed toward the terminal building. Margaret and the 
Lovers followed him with the IDA soldiers chasing after them. 

On the train platform, the four rushed toward an open train car. They dove 
into the train and car. IDA soldiers fired on them from inside the adjacent 
terminal building. The train’s chassis absorbed their gunfire. 

From a nearby window, an IDA soldier chucked a pineapple grenade into the 
train cat where the four were. It landed next to Walther foot. Walther kicked it 
aside, firing several rounds at the grenadier. The grenadier ducked under a wooden 
bench. Walther’s bullets ricocheted on the wall behind him. 

“Train doors are now closing,’ a robotic voice declared as doors closed. 
“Please step away from the doors.” The grenade detonated outside the train car. In 
an instant, the mag-lev train zoomed away from the platform with incredible 
speed, the acceleration knocking the four off their feet. 

“Hang onto something!” Isolde shouted. 
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Margaret latched onto a metal pole next to a damaged train door. She and 
Harold helped each other get back on their feet. On the other side of the train car, 
the Lovers hanged onto two comfy chaits. 

“Walther, Isolde,” Harold screamed, “Is this it? Have we made it past the 
border security and infiltrated the Dweller World?” 

“Jawohl,” Walther answered. “This is our detour to Mothers Den.” 

“Got any idea where this train goes?” Margaret pondered. 

“Like my husband said,” Isolde replied, “This railroad goes straight to a train 
station near Mothers Den.” 

“How long will it take before we reach Mothers Den?” Margaret asked. 

“About a week if we travel on foot,” Walther estimated. 

“Are you saying Margaret and I have to skip classes for at least a week?” 
Harold questioned. “You got be kidding me, Walther.” 

“Don’t worry, Harold,’ Walther assured him. “I hired some convincing 
doubles from Newdeutschland for you and Margaret. Nobody is going to find out 
that you two were away this whole time.” 

Harold remained unconvinced. “I hope so.” He smiled at the intact duffel 
bag slung around his neck. “Still, ’m glad that I managed to keep this duffel bag 
undamaged.” He unzipped it. “Ah, there are enough clothes for all four of us.” 

“How nice of Representative Accardo,” Margaret commented. “So what 
happens to him and the Nightingales?” 

“Once this train stops, we'll be going our separate ways until we reunite at 
Mothers Den at the end of the month,” Walther said. 

“The Nightingales will to help us nab Ostara?’”’ Harold pondered. 

“Korrekt,’ Isolde answered. 
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Chapter Sixteen: Ostara’s Mercy 


(Ryanite Chorus; March 10"-11", 2013) 


“And I assure you, Emperor Raynerson, that I see nothing wrong mith my brother. He might 
have preferred dolls and played dress up when we were little. But he certainly did not blow up a 
major cultural landmark in Mothers Den.” 

-Halfrida Brotzman, Over a Secure Telephone Line 


The eve of an important religious holiday coincided with the anticipated 

induction of a new Matriarch to lead the Eastern Hares. At its gates, local 
police units were hard-pressed in screening the arrivals. Long lines congregated 
around check-in booths, where Dweller passports, vigorous inspections and 
security checkpoints galore. Behind them stood a twenty-foot high wall, topped 
with rolls of sharp concertina wire. 

“Now serving at booth twenty,” an inspector blared over an intercom. 

On their turn, they walked up to the available booth. The garments they wore 
provided camouflage against gun-toting security forces. “Good morning,” Harold 
greeted him. 

“Likewise,” the inspector responded, using an audible speaker to 
communicate through a bulletproof glass window. He pushed a button on his 
desk, opening a metal compartment. “Please insert your papers into the tray.” 

Harold and his cronies cooperated. They dropped their forged papers into 
the compartment. They watched the inspector examine them before smacking a 
rubber stamp on an empty page within each passport. After he finished, the 
inspector returned them, smiling. 

“Everything appears to be in order.” He pushed another button, opening an 
automated door next to the booth. “Welcome to Mothers Den, fellow believers. 
Enjoy your stay!” 

After retrieving their passports, they entered the city gates. Travelling 
alongside other pilgrims, they followed a multilane asphalt road until they reached 
the city proper. Everything from the streets, to the architecture and landmarks 
showcased the apex of Dweller high culture. Despite the influx of pilgrims, 
Mothers Den maintained its appearance as a subterranean paradise. 

Stopping at a rest area, away from watchful eyes, the four took a brief respite. 
“Wow, I didn’t think the Dwellers had an acquired taste for Victorian splendor,” 
commented Margaret, observing the buildings. “I swear: this city far exceeds my 
expectations. Why didn’t we hear about this place sooner?” 

“Yeah, you’re right.” Isolde observations brought her to a similar conclusion. 
“A place like this is surreal, even for America. I mean, contemporary American 
culture leaves much to be desired.” 

Walther concurred. “Well said,” he told her. “Have we been here before?”’ 


tC Dweller city of Mothers Den welcomed the incoming flocks of pilgrims. 
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She shook her head. “No, this is a first for all of us.” Isolde then spoke to 
Harold, whose mind seemed preoccupied. “Lost in thought?” she pondered. 

“Maybe...,” he answered. “A lot of the Dwellers here are Old Dwellers— 
these Nordic-looking Bluebloods.” 

Margaret studied the Bluebloods’ appearances. Tall statures and pale 
complexions, the Bluebloods had a wide variety of hair and eye colors. Some had 
vatious shades of blonde, red hair for others. Their eye colors ranged from blue, 
green, or purple. 

“Now that you mentioned it,” she commented, “It’s kinda freaky. Makes you 
wonder where they came from, you know?” 

Before Harold and Margaret deviated into social commentaries on Dwellers, 
Walther reminded them of their purpose there. “Need I remind you that we are 
trying to stop OstaraP” 

“Of course,” said Harold, “But Accardo and his Nightingales are nowhere to 
be found. They’re supposed to meet us here at 5AM.” He directed everyone’s 
attention toward an old fashion clock tower. “Yet the time right now is 5:15AM.” 

Isolde guessed, “Are they running late or something?” 

“Tt’s difficult to say,” Margaret said. 

“To make matters worse,” Walther added, “They got all of our equipment 
except for our handguns.” 

Harold reminded them, “So what do we do now?” 

Walther replied, “Harold, your sister has a safehouse at the Blue House Hotel 
in the Downtown District. There’s a radio we can use, which should be waiting for 
us at the upstairs lobby.” 

“Where are we now?” pondered Margaret. 

“The Outskirts,” Harold retorted. He pulled out a map from his person. 
“But, as the city’s layout suggests, this place is uge. Getting there on foot will be 
time-consuming, unless we hitch a ride.” 

Walther noted the lack of motorists on the streets. A motorcycle sped past 
the four. “With Brotzmanskrieg imposing strict rations on synthetic gasoline, even a 
two-wheeled motorcycle is considered a luxury.” 

A few blocks from their position, Isolde saw a large row of parked buses. She 
also noticed someone painting pm a red sign. “Tour Buses,” it read. 

Isolde pointed at the sign. “Let’s tour the city.” 

“Good eye, Isolde,” Walther complemented her. 

2K KK 

While riding on a tour bus, they listened to their guide, a Dweller girl with 
teenage acne. She spoke to them through a hand-held loudspeaker. “My, the 
streets are crowded with the influx of tourists and pilgrims!” 

“T think we established that a couple minutes ago,” Walther reminded her. 

Then Harold asked, “What is this Eastern Hares holiday? Why is it so 
important to the Dweller people?” 

As the only passengers on the bus, the guide felt compelled to answer their 
questions. “I assume you are all tourists from the surface, correct? You may look 
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like us, but your knowledge of our culture is abysmal.” They nodded. “That’s 
reassuring,” she added, “For tomorrow marks the “Day of the Colored Egg.’ When 
the ‘Founder’ of our religion was approached by our creator, the ‘Pious Mother of 
the East,’ here at Mothers Den.” 

“Through her divine guidance, the Founder became a messenger of hope for 
out folk.” She continued. “Together, he and several disciples proclaimed the 
coming paradise that awaits us in this life and the next.” 

As the tour guide pointed at various landmarks, Isolde passed Margaret a 
brochure detailing Dweller mythology. After reading it, Margaret was astounded 
by the content. “This reads like something out of the Heé/’s Kingdom series,” she 
whispered to Isolde. 

Isolde nodded. “I thought this was the perfect moment,” she explained. 
“And yes, we can assume that the author visited the Dweller World at one point. 
The stories, while fictional, have a kernel of truth: the Dwellers are real.” 

Following her conversation with Isolde, Margaret addressed to the guide. “I 
am impressed by your people’s mythology,” she told her. She then offered her the 
brochure. “Do you adhere to the Eastern Hares? If so, could you provide us a 
summarized story of the Dweller people?” 

“T am flattered,” the guide responded. She accepted her offer. “Many eons 
ago, the Pious Mother fled her Homeland from a great war in the heavens above. 
Her womb carried the child of her husband, the Benevolent Father. Down here, 
they forged a new existence and created my people. After the birth of the child, 
they disappeared, and the whole Dweller World was united by a divine Monarchy. 
The leader was named the ‘First High King.” 

“And as the religious texts implied, the child forged a golden age that lasted 
many generations,” added Isolde. 

“Correct, a paradise of high culture and technology unlike anything on the 
surface,” she said. “Life was easy until another great war broke out in the heavens. 
It brought many refugees here. The ‘Second High King’ and his xenophobic 
subjects at the time viewed them as slaves. A violent revolt followed, which 
plunged my people into a dark age that persists today. That’s where the Founder 
enters the picture.” 

“Fascinating,” muttered Harold. I never expected these people to have created a high 
civilization down here. 

At an intersection, Walther glanced at two Maidens conversing with each 
other as they strolled along a crowded sidewalk. Both had religious texts clutched 
around their arms. But their white robes, transparent veils and knee-length blonde 
hair caught his attention; they reminded him of Ostara. Thus, he spoke to the 
guide. “In the Catholic Church, there ate ordained men called ‘Priests’. Do the 
Maidens fulfill similar roles as “priestesses?” 

The guide nodded. “Correct,” she answered. “While Catholicism has its 
beliefs, we have ours. For us, only females are ordained Maidens. Many of them 
spend their six years in training until receiving their ‘ordination’. During their 
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ministry, ‘Virgins’ and their male ‘Helpers’ assist them. After those three, you have 
the Superior Maidens, who assist the Matriarch.” 

“So in terms of organization, it’s kind of like the Anglican Church?” 
pondered Harold. 

“Tf that’s what you think,” the guide told him. “The Eastern Hares are the 
moral backbone of the governments running the Dweller World. But you cannot 
say that we ate a “Theocracy’. While many Dweller cities and towns are self- 
autonomous Oligarchies, the People’s Northwestern Union is old-school 
Communist.” 

“Crazy,” Margaret commented. She turned towards Isolde, remembering the 
night of the IDA attack in February. Go figure. 

Across the street, Harold saw the Blue House Hotel building. “That’s the 
place,” he announced to his cronies. 

“Harold and I will visit the receptionist’s desk,” volunteered Walther. He 
then told the girls, “Both of you, take care of the package.” 

“Understood,” Isolde complied with Walther’s request. 

At Room 824, below street level, Walther settled the package on a large table. 
He discovered a field radio. “It’s a PRC-77 Communications Set.” 

Harold, Margaret and Isolde hovered beside him. “What difference does it 
maker” Harold asked him. 

Walther explained, “The PRC-77 is one of the more advanced field radios 
that the RGA uses. It’s better than the older Wehrmacht FF33 radios.” His 
observations revealed additional modifications. “This particular model was infused 
with the power of electrical Anomalies. The result is a field radio capable of 
establishing secure communications from anywhere in either Dweller World or the 
Otherworld.” 

He turned on the radio, tuned it to the correct frequency, and picked up the 
telephone. He spoke into it. “Action Andy, this is Sleipnir. Please respond, over.” 

No response came from the other end. Walther repeated his transmission. 
“Come in, Action Andy, this is Sletpnir. Please respond, over.” 

“This is Action Andy,’ Accardo responded. “Sleipnir, is that you over the 
tadio? What’s your status, over?” 

“Affirmative,” Walther replied. “We have reached the Dweller city of 
Mothers Den, and arrived at Room 824 below the Blue House. Where are you and 
the Nightingales, over?” 

“Sorry to break it to you,” he declared, “But a last minute change was made 
by High Command. The team has been called off to focus all their efforts on 
another assignment within the city.” 

“Don’t tell me we’re on our own from here on out, right?” 

“No worries; we still have a chance to get you four inside the Palace.” 

“The Palace,’ Walther pondered, “Are you referring to the temple of the 
Eastern Hares, Action Andy?” 

“Confirmed,” he answered. “It is also the living quarters and workspace of 
the Matriarch. ’m coming over to pick you guys up, later tonight.” 
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“Be careful,’ Walther cautioned. “The streets are packed at this time. Plus, I 
doubt the IDA is going to tolerate gun-toting Ryanites roaming around.” 

Accardo said, “You don’t need to worry about that.” 

“Let us know once youre outside the Blue House. Sleipnir out.” 

“Action Andy out.” 

Walther dropped the phone on the table. “We’re not doing this alone, 
whether we like or not. It seems High Command has given them an additional 
task in addition to ours.” 

“Even so, our objectives remain unchanged,” Isolde commented, concealing 
her modular C96. “And the Palace, well, it’s not far from here.” 

Margaret became curious. “How do you know?” 

“Unlike you, I paid attention to our surroundings,” Isolde told her. “That was 
back when we were on the tour bus.” 

“In any case,” Harold asked Walther, “When are we making our mover” 

Walther replied, “Tonight. Right now isn’t a smart idea. With Accardo’s help, 
we'll infiltrate the Palace by hiding in plain sight. He’ll use a delivery van to deliver 
us and some goods into the inner compound, the area off-limits to pilgrims and 
tourists. As for the other details, we'll cross that bridge later.” 

“Do we have any info on the security forces inside the inner compound?” 
Margaret asked him. 

“There’s plenty of it, Margaret,” he retorted. “The Palace guards are armed 
with NATO 5.56 rifles and 9mm handguns. They'll shoot on sight, if anyone dares 
to make an unauthorized visit. There are security cameras and keypad-locked 
doors protecting sensitive areas. And last, we have to contend with 
reinforcements: the local police and possible assistance from the IDA.” 

Isolde summarized their plan in simple terms. “Infiltrate the Palace, stop 
Ostara and get out. Anything else is considered irrelevant.” 

“What about the radior” Harold inquired. 

“Leave it here,” advised Walther. “It belongs to Halfrida.” 

2K 
(Several hours later) 

The concept of night and day remained relevant within the Dweller World. 
At 10PM, the lights on the cavern ceiling dimmed. Crowds dispersed from the 
streets of Mothers Den after a city-wide religious ceremony. A mandatory curfew 
was imposed by IDA armored cars and MPs and the city local police. Dwellers 
scavengers, supported by armed IDA soldiers, launched late-night sorties on the 
surface. Whatever they found will be sold at the marketplace tomorrow. 

After 10PM, a pristine Studebaker truck navigated the city. Its destination 
was the Palace. The truck stopped at a security checkpoint. There, an IDA soldier, 
a service rifle slung over his neck, demanded the driver’s registration papers. The 
soldier allowed the truck to enter the Palace. 

Once inside the Outer Compound, the driver approached the checkpoint that 
guarded the entrance of the Inner Compound. After being allowed entry, the 
driver parked the truck at an empty space. Safe from prying eyes, he got out and 
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opened the cargo hold, revealing the contents. The four emerged from four crates, 
dressed in Fackeltrager battle suits. “You did well, Representative Accardo,” 
Harold said to him. “We couldn’t have acquired this truck without the 
Nightingales’ help.” 

“Thank you State Chancellor,” Accardo retorted. “As Nightingale leader and 
Convention member, it was an honor.” He continued, handing them a radio and 
other equipment. “If there’s anything I can do, feel free to contact me.” 

Before he got back on the truck, Action Andy reminded them. “As soon as 
you guys eliminate Ostara in the Palace’s Holy Chamber, radio me and my men 
will pick you up. Look for them at the main entrance of the Outer Compound.” 

“Got it,” replied Isolde. 

Accardo got into the truck and drove off to another part of the Palace. With 
his handgun drawn, Walther addressed Harold. “You take the lead,” he told him, 
“And we'll follow you.” 

“Okay then,” Harold agreed with his suggestion. He pulled out his SIG Sauer 
and installed a silencer. Harold then led the others to a rear service entrance, 
situated across from their current position. 

Hidden in the foliage of thick bushes, they observed the patrol routes of two 
Palace Guards. Dressed in dark red fatigues, the Palace Guards communicated 
with each other through two-way radios. Harold signaled his cronies to open fire. 
Together, the Lovers fired several well-placed shots at the sentries. 

After walking up a short flight of steps, the four dragged the two bodies away 
from the reat service entrance. From the bodies, they grabbed the radios. Back at 
the rear service entrance, Walther attempted to open the door. “It’s locked.” He 
gestured Isolde to pick the lock on the door. 

Margaret and Harold volunteered to provide overwatch for the lovers. At the 
same time, the captured walkie-talkies began to crackle. “This is Spectrum,” a 
professional voice announced, “All colors report in.” The four listened to the 
incoming radio transmissions. 

“This is Red—Holy Chamber is secure.” 

“Yellow sees no enemy activity in Corridor A.” 

“Green here, Corridor B is all clear.” 

“Blue is clear. No hostiles at Founder’s Crypt.” 

“This is Black: Inner Sanctuary is quiet.” 

Hearing those transmissions, Walther came to a sudden realization. “Let’s not 
kill anyone else with radios; otherwise, the Palace Guards will suspect something.” 
“Good point,” Harold concurred. He turned to Isolde. “Are you done?” 

“Almost there,” she answered, “Just a little more.” A few seconds later, she 
got the door unlocked. “It’s all yours, Harold.” 

Opening the door, Harold entered the building. Margaret, Isolde and Walther 
followed suit. Inside, they found themselves in an area featuring a high ceiling and 
stain-glass windows. An altar and lit candles were present along with porcelain 
effigies of the Pious Mother and Benevolent Father. Dim lighting encased various 
areas in darkness. Their current position concealed them from a large patrol of 
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eight Palace Guards. The sentries, although oblivious to their presence, shined 
flashlights along their patrol routes. 

With slower heartbeats and relaxed breathing rhythms, the four planned their 
movements. “This must be the Inner Sanctuary,” Harold noted. “Does anyone see 
a way past the sentries?” 

“Nothing noteworthy on our left and right,” observed Isolde. 

“Beyond the guards, there’s an open doorway.” Walther pointed at it. 

“Meaning, we have to find a way to get past the guards,” figured Margaret. 

“But if we stick to the right, we should be fine,” Harold added. “Everyone, 
follow my lead.” 

Crouching, Harold and the others crept to the far right side of the Inner 
Sanctuary. From there, they waited for two sentries to turn toward the altar. At the 
right moment, they snuck past them. They moved forward, stopped at a dark 
corner and turned left. From there, they proceeded toward the door. But before 
they exited the Inner Sanctuary, two more sentries appeared. They walked up to 
the one leading this patrol. During the guards’ conversation, they fled the area 
unnoticed. 

The corridor outside the Inner Sanctuary was illuminated by bright stain-glass 
windows. The neon lighting exposed them. Fortunately, they saw no one guarding 
this long hallway. At a dark corner on the other side, a door bore a sign: 
‘Founder’s Crypt’. Much to their dismay, a keypad accompanied the door. 

Harold brought Isolde attention to another door, labelled ‘Supply Closet’. 
“See if you can get that door opened.” 

Isolde attempted to pick the lock on the door. At the same time, two sentries 
entered the hallway. Unaware of them, the sentries approached the four. Harold 
thought, Are these the same guys from earlier? He, Margaret and Walther pointed their 
guns at the sentries. Rapid heartbeats and heavy breathing complemented their 
uncertain worries. 

The sentries continued moving to their position. As the air grew tense, 
Harold turned his head toward Isolde. He saw her struggling to unlock the door. 
What’s taking her so long? The moment he returned his attention to the hallway, the 
sentries were standing three feet away. With his finger on the trigger, he began to 
squeeze the trigger. Isolde aborted her lock picking and reached for her C96. A 
close quarters confrontation seemed imminent. 

But to everyone’s amazement, the tension took an unexpected turn. Within 
two feet from where they stood, the sentries stopped moving. The sentries turned 
around and began walking in the opposite direction. 

Walther urged Isolde, “Now’s your chance.” 

After the sentries left the hallway, Isolde went to work on the lock. Since the 
sentries no longer rushed her, she succeeded in unlocking it. Opening it, she 
beckoned the others to enter the spacious closet. 

On an empty wall, next to the door, Harold’s hand felt a light switch. He 
turned on the lights inside the closet, revealing its amenities. Among the shelves of 
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cleaning supplies, a ladder led to a trapdoor on the ceiling. Approaching it, Harold 
and the others took turns climbing the ladder. 

“Ladies first,” Walther said. 

“Sure thing,” Margaret replied, “Just don’t look up our skirts, alright?” 

Harold and Walther nodded. They looked away from the girls. With the girls 
above the supply closet, Harold and Walther followed them. 

The four found themselves on an elevated gallery. Positioned above the 
Founder’s Crypt, they observed the patrolling sentries below. On the other side, 
they saw two doors leading to separate corridors. 

“Tsolde and I will take the right,’ Walther suggested. He then told Harold, 
“You and Margaret should take the left.” 

“Are we doing this again?” bellyached Harold. “Do we have a choice?” 

“Pm afraid not,” Isolde replied. “But unlike Bedrock Mills, we’re not racing 
to reach the objective. We should take our time. Sounds fair?” 

Margaret said, “Okay then.” Soon, the lovers moved toward their designated 
doorway. With them gone, she spoke to Harold, “You ready for this?” 

“Pm ready when you ate,” he answered. “And don’t fret on me—you'll give 
out position away.” 

After receiving no objections from Margaret, she and Harold entered the 
other doorway. There, they followed a winding corridor until it led to an 
intersection. Heading right, Harold and Margaret encountered a security camera. 
They disabled it by firing a few bullets. Upon turning left, past a stairway, they 
searched for the Holy Chamber, avoiding confrontations from any patrols they 
encountered. 

In a few minutes, they arrived at the entrance of the Holy Chamber. “This is 
it,” Harold told Margaret, “The residence of the Eastern Hares Matriarch.” He 
wrapped his hand over the doorknob. Upon realizing the doors were unlocked, his 
curiosity piqued. Feelings of confusion ensued. 

“That’s odd,” commented Margaret. “Did they forget to lock this door?” 

“Good question.” He looked to his right and saw the lovers approaching the 
doors. “The doors are unlocked,” he informed them, “Is that normal?” 

“No, that’s impossible,” Walther said. He was baffled when Harold turned 
the knob without difficulty. 

“Regardless, this makes our work a lot easier,’ Isolde added. She then 
motioned Harold to open the door. 

Without question, Harold opened it. Inside, they found a certain individual 
waiting at the foot of the bed. A female voice laughed in delight. 

2K 

Lady Ostara, in an exact replica of her BDM uniform, addressed the four, 
hands behind her waist. Holstered on her left hip was a Browning Hi-Power 
handgun. “Took your time on the way here?” She assumed a seductive posture. “I 
hope you all enjoyed the city’s hospitality. The nightlife here is passionate.” 
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Margaret and Isolde stood in front of the boys, shielding them from Ostara. 
Isolde spoke in a brash voice. “Maybe Walther was right: we should have left you 
and your cohorts behind back at NPEA Rakonitz!” 

“Something’s not right about this,” Margaret murmured. 

Ostara, taken aback by Isolde’s tone, continued speaking. “Onto more 
serious matters: I realized that the RGA wanted to thwart my plans. You see, I am 
a Maiden of the most righteous persuasion. It is an honor to serve the Eastern 
Hares...and the destiny of American Catholic Education by luring you four here.” 

“What are talking about, Matilde?” barked Isolde. 

“Fine, if you insist, then I will.’ Ostara explained, “You four were beginning 
to become a thorn on my side. At some point, I had to deal with you all.” 

“Youre kidding me,” commented Margaret. She whispered into Harold’s ear. 
“T think your sister unwittingly brought into a trap.” 

“Tell me about it,” remarked Harold. 

“What ate you implying, Matilde?” Walther demanded. 

“Luring you all here was part of my plan,’ Ostara admitted. “A plan, I 
believe, that none of you will understand even in death.” 

“It doesn’t matter anymore!” Walther pointed his Colt1911 at Ostara. “Once 
yow’re dead, the Conspiracy’s finished!” 

Ostara laughed, cracking a smile. “I see you haven’t changed since our days at 
NPEA Rakonitz, Walther.” She warned him, “That sort of deluded thinking will 
lead to your demise.” From her wool coat, she flashed and waved a detonator. 
“The Palace has more than enough Semtex to level it. Do not tempt me!” 

With their guns drawn, the four opened fire. The bullets disintegrated after 
they ricocheted on a faint blue sphere around Ostara’s body. “Foolish mortals,” 
chided Ostara. She detonated the explosives, sending shockwaves throughout the 
building. The resulting tremor knocked the four off their feet. 

“Pious Mother, render under these defilers the chains of justice,’ Ostara 
chanted. A great force prevented them from getting back up. “Let the Ryanites 
take the blame for this destruction. None of the Ryanites are worthy of finding the 
paradise that dwells within!” 

“Lady Ostara,” pleaded Harold, “Why are you doing this? If you only hate us 
and the Ryanites, at least spare the USCCB and the other American Catholics. 
They do not deserve the wrath of the Dwellers!” 

Feeling remorseful, Ostara spared them from certain death. “Then feel free 
to tell people your side of the story if you can escape with your lives!” 

Casual and nonchalant, Ostara left the room through a door on the far right. 
Walther growled as he unloaded bullets on her. Not one harmed Ostara. Walther 
kept pulling the trigger, even after he ran out of bullets. 

The invisible force from earlier subsided. “Praise be to God,” Margaret 
muttered, after witnessing what happened. 

That girl terrifies me, Harold thought. On the left side of the room, he saw the 
others congregating around an opened safe. “What’s inside the safe?” 
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Margaret showed him a small packet containing sheets of paper. “Enough 
evidence to absolve GACSS of the bombing,” she said. With the documents 
secured, Margaret whipped out a radio handset from a satchel. She turned its 
knobs to locate Accardo’s frequency. “Here you go, Harold.” 

Harold took the radio from Margaret. He radioed Accatdo while looking 
through a nearby window. Outside, large swarms of IDA troops disembarked 
from several parked trucks. “Action Andy, Ostara has escaped. I repeat: Ostara 
has escaped. The IDA is moving to surround the Palace. Can you guys support 
out escape by diverting their attention from us?” 

“Action Andy here,” Accardo proclaimed, “What a shame; we were so close. 
Anyway, we'll see what we can do. In the meantime, find a way to escape.” 

“Copy that, Action Andy.” Harold returned the radio to Margaret. 

Isolde pointed at the troops outside. “That’s not encouraging.” 

Impatient, Walther exclaimed, “Then what’s holding us back? Let’s get out 
while we still can!” 

Harold and Margaret nodded. “Agreed,” retorted Harold. 

They made their escape. Harold led the others away from the Holy Chamber 
through the same door Ostara exited. They followed a circular staircase until it led 
to an empty garage. Much to their amazement, they discovered an abandoned 
Studebaker. They ran up to it. 

“Tl take the wheel,” Walther said, “You three cover our escape.” 

Harold and other girls complied. Seconds later, an IDA truck entered the 
garage from the entrance. Armed infantry with SKS rifles disembarked and 
opened fire on the four. Bullets whizzed past the Studebaker as it rolled. 

From the bed of the truck, Isolde went prone. She pulled the trigger of her 
C96, firing the weapon on full auto. Margaret supported her, firing away at the 
opposition with her Makarov. 

As Walther drove out of the garage, seated next to him, Harold shot three 
IDA soldiers. His bullets grazed them. Up ahead, a closed wooden gate blocked 
access to an alternate route away from the city. Once he saw it, Walther floored it. 
At top speed, he prayed that the truck would crash through the gates. 

While reloading his gun, Harold pondered, “What are you doing?” 

“What does it look like?” Walther answered. “We’re going to crash through it 
and hope for the best!” Before the truck collided with the gate, Walther screamed 
at the top of his lungs. “Grab onto something!” 

Harold banged his head against the windshield as the truck smashed the gate. 
The force of the impact broke the gate into many pieces. 

Walther called out to him, “Are you alright?” 

“Yeah...,” Harold answered, “Tll be okay.” 

Meanwhile, pursuing IDA soldiers kept shooting until they lost sight of the 
vehicle. An IDA officer picked up his radio handset. “General, the infiltrators at 
the Palace escaped our wrath. I am requesting new orders, over.” 

Copy that. Proceed with stopping the commandos wreaking havoc on 
Mothers Den, over.” 
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Chapter Seventeen: Wackadoodle? 
(Ryanite Chorus; March 11-12", 2013) 


“Hence, therefore, every leader to his charge, 
For on their answer will we set on them, 
And God befriend us as our cause is just.” 
-Henry IV Part I, Act Five Scene One 


the tunnel in front of him began to curve. He steered the wheel along the 

tunnel. The truck passed a signpost that read, “IDA Outpost Sigma.” Walther 
drove into a spacious cavern ten miles east of Mothers Den. The cavern that 
housed the IDA Outpost was left in ruins. 

“What happened here, Walther?” Harold pointed at the carnage up ahead. 

“Harold, I was about to ask you the same question.” 

“Do you think Accardo and his people were behind this?” 

“Nein, it can’t be them.” Walther parked the truck at parking space next to a 
guardhouse riddled in bullets. The bodies rested in pools of blood, their service 
rifles confiscated. “The Nightingales’ plan was to head south to a port town where 
the Remnants Kriegsmarine had hijacked some IDA patrol boats to extract them.” 

“Tf it’s not them, then who else could it be?” Harold wondered. Soon, he and 
Walther said in unison, “Halfrida Brotzman.” They got out of the truck and went 
to the back. Margaret and Isolde jumped off the bed. 

Isolde tossed an empty drum magazine from her Mauser C96. She replaced it 
with another one. “I’m down to my last drum mag, Walther.” Isolde eyed Harold 
and Margaret. “How are you two holding up?” 

“We're fine,” Harold replied, “Right, Margaret?” 

“Yeah,” Margaret said. “But the vibe at this place bugs me.” 

Walther peeked around the back of the Studebaker. “Worry about that stuff 
later, Margaret. For now, we need to find a way out of the Dweller World.” 

“Naturlich, meine Liebe,’ Isolde agreed. “We can’t go back the way we came. 
All the tunnels back to the surface are too tough to a break through, even if 
Halfrida was here with us. So where that does that leave us?” 

“Porward,” Harold concluded. “Everyone, [ll let the way.” 

“Right behind you,” Walther retorted. 

Harold and his cronies stepped away from the truck and passed through the 
checkpoint. As they wandered deeper into the Outpost, the more destruction they 
saw. Everywhere, dozens of dead IDAs littered the streets and buildings. In some 
streets, numerous MAFVs were found smoldered and burned. 

A loud horn honked in the distance. Jogging along a concrete sidewalk, the 
four discovered the scene of a multivehicle collision at a roundabout. Even more 
dead bodies and wrecked MAFVs were found. At the center of the roundabout’s 
side right, two trucks blocked off a roadway after rear-ending each other. 


BR: the wheel of the Studebaker, Walther pressed his foot on the brake as 
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Approaching the area, Margaret sniffed the air. “Harold, I smell leaking 
gasoline. Are you sure it’s safe for us to be herer” 

“Well, nothing tells us otherwise,” scoffed Harold. 

In a street beyond the roundabout, a Studebaker towing an artillery field piece 
was left in a jackknifed position. It crashed into the walls of a building—an armory 
loaded with weapons and ammunition. The truck’s ruptured fuel tank leaked 
gasoline all over the asphalt road, and the driver’s head was pressed against the 
steering wheel, causing the honking noises. 

Without its walls, the four observed the armory’s exposed interior from the 
roundabout. Inside, a large pack of rats raced toward a sandwich, wrapped around 
the hand of a fallen IDA quartermaster. Their combined weight triggered a 
pressure plate next to the body. As they fought amongst each other over the 
sandwich, two bouquets of six egg-shaped hand grenades fell from the ceiling. 

Everyone sprinted away from the building as the grenades bounced on the 
armory’s tiled floor. Two grenades detonated beside the rats, the shrapnel piercing 
their bodies. The other grenades followed, with one detonating inside a box of 
Chinese firecrackers. 

“Now would be a great time to run away!’ Margaret exclaimed. 

“You said it,” Harold said as they ran. 

The firecrackers combusted and exploded next to open boxes of exposed 
ammunition. A chain reaction with the gasoline outside sent the surrounding area 
ablaze. Like dominos, the flames spread to the roundabout, leaving behind a 
destructive inferno in its wake. 

Harold, Margaret and the Lovers rushed away from the roundabout. 
Explosions and flames chased after them. They turned left and ran across a large 
sign post at a major intersection. “Look over there,’ Walther called out, 
““Teleportation Transponder Hub’ less than a mile away!” 

“You think that will take us someplace safe, Walther?” Isolde asked. 

“Either way, it’s better than being here,” Walther retorted. 

Crossing the intersection, they advanced down the road ahead of them. 
Margaret, falling behind, tripped over a sturdy piece of tripwire. She lost her 
balance and pummeled her face on the hard ground. 

Harold stopped and faced her. “Margaret,” he shouted, “Are you...? 

“S-Mine, get down, get down!” The Lovers yelled as they tackled Harold to 
the ground, their bodies shielding his. The broken tripwire caused a wall-mounted 
sensor to trigger a concealed minefield of urban camo-painted Bouncing Betty 
antipersonnel landmines. Hundreds of steel cylinders ascended into the air, 
showering the whole area with thousands of metal pellets. 

Though nobody got hurt, the fire and explosions closed in on them. In a 
hurry, the Lovers helped Margaret and Harold get back on their feet and together 
they sprinted across the remains of the minefield. 

At the entrance of the Teleportation Hub, a lone Teleportation Transponder 
stood idle. A small note was taped to it. The four, ignored the note as they jumped 
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into the golden door, escaping the inferno’s path. The inferno caught up to the 
Teleportation Hub, destroying the note and the Teleportation Transponder. 

On a rainy morning, somewhere in the Otherworld, the four emerged from 
the other Teleportation Transponder. They crashed face first into an open field of 
mud. A heavy downpour fell from the dark clouds above them. “That was a close 
one,” Margaret panted, catching her breath. “We made it, guys!” 

“T thought we were going to die back there,” Harold whistled. 

Several guns were cocked over their heads. “Huh...?” Walther said. 

Isolde sighed, “Od nein, we should’ve died back there!” 

As Margaret wiped the mud from her glasses, Harold and the Lovers 
frowned at the people standing in front of them. Four men in dark brown fatigues, 
matching Balaclava masks, fatigue caps and mountain boots stared down at them. 
They carried BARs, M1 Garand rifles and Thompson submachine guns. 

An officer with a yellow beret spat a piece of chewing tobacco at Harold’s 
scalp, his face covered in mud. “Comrade Commissar, what should we do about 
these unknowns?” one of his subordinates asked. 

“Standard protocol,” he told them, “Kill them all!” 

Without warning, Halfrida materialized behind the soldiers with a 
Kalashnikov. On full-auto, she sprayed the unfriendly soldiers with bullets. After 
slaying them, she approached the four. “Did you see that, Harold?” 

2 KK 
(A few hours later) 

In a log cabin not far from where they entered the Otherworld, Harold, 
Margaret and the Lovers sat on the couches in the living room. Thanks to 
Halfrida, they were now dressed in their Ryanite uniforms again. From the 
kitchen, Halfrida entered the living room in a female Bishop Dowell uniform. 

“Sorry if I took too long to change.” She plopped on a couch opposite of the 
four. “I’m used to staying at this safehouse.” Halfrida clapped her hands. “So, is it 
done? Did you guys put an end to Lady Ostara’s Conspiracy?” 

They shook their heads. “We were close, but not close enough to stop her, 
Halfrida,” her brother said. 

“What happened between her and you four?” 

“When we confronted her at the Palace in Mothers Den, something was 
protecting her from us,” Harold recalled. “Words cannot describe what we 
encountered back there. One has to see it in order to believe.” 

“Pm not surprised to hear that,” Halfrida said. “In all the months I’ve been 
following her, there was something odd about Ostara.” 

Margaret said in frustration, “Then what was the point of us going there?” 

“To ascertain Ostara’s true power,” Halfrida explained. “I didn’t expect 
anyone to stop her anytime soon.” 

“Harold’s sister has a point,” commented Walther. “Isolde and I may be 
former classmates of hers, but Ostara has changed a lot since 1945. Everything we 
did for the past several days was necessary.” 

“Are you sure, Walther?” Margaret said, unconvinced. 
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He nodded. “This won’t be the last time we'll be seeing Ostara, Margaret.” 

Isolde told Halfrida, “In our escape from Mothers Den, we found an IDA 
facility in ruins. Was that your” 

“Sort of,’ Halfrida answered. “One of my death squads was behind the 
carnage you saw back there.” 

“Did they also set up the traps that almost got us killed?” 

“They did, even though I told them it was overkill at that point.” Halfrida 
smirked. “Besides, it’s not like any of you four know who I’m talking about.” 

Harold asked, “Halfrida, where in the Otherworld are we?” 

“An abandoned farm west of Other-Bakersfield, in the Otherworld’s 
California,” stated Halfrida. “Short and sweet, we’te near the borders shared 
between the Western Commonwealth and the People’s Northwestern Union.” 

“T figured as much,” Walther chuckled. “Those soldiers you wasted were 
PNU types. Now, I’m assuming we’re on the WC side of the border, jar” 

“The WC side of the border,” clarified Halfrida. “The PNU soldiers we met 
were looking for four fugitives who escaped a gulag five miles north of here. I 
think they mistook you four for the fugitives.” 

“So that Teleportation Transponder was planted at that field for a reason,” 
muttered Margaret. 

“Yeah, but I didn’t expect the soldiers to find it,” Halfrida added. 

“Um, Halfrida,’ Harold addressed, “Something doesn’t sit well with me.” 

“What doesn’t sit wellr” she wondered. 

“Were you waiting to ambush the soldiers?” 

Halfrida nodded. She pointed at a sapphire-like crystal on the coffee table in 
the middle of the living room. “That’s an Invisibility Anomaly. The name itself is, 
well, self-explanatory, Harold.” 

“But what reason is there for you to take us here?” Margaret pondered. 

“Simple,” Halfrida explained, “I happen to know where your parents’ 
remains are and why they died.” 

Margaret leaped from the couch in excitement. “You do?! Please tell me, 
Halfrida, it’s important that you tell me everything!” 

“T will, once you sit back down,” gigeled Halfrida. With Margaret seated, 
Halfrida continued, “Anyway, I just found new, legit information regarding 
Margaret’s parents.” 

“Do you know what her parents were doing?” Harold asked. 

“All I know is that they were researching the D-VIII drug,” Halfrida recalled. 
“Over a decade ago, Margaret’s parents were the ones who rediscovered it at the 
behest of Horst Brotzman.” 

“Are you saying there’s a connection between Ostara and Margaret’s 
parents?” Harold said in disbelief. “Well, that’s a first!” 

Halfrida nodded. “Just as I said,” she confirmed. 

“Are my parents remains at some Underground installation?” Margaret asked. 
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“No, they’te somewhere in Other-San-Bernardino,” Halfrida corrected. 
“That’s the reason why we’re here. If Horst is to be believed, I now know where 
their last moments of life were spent.” 

“Wait, you said ‘Other-San-Bernardinor”’ Isolde shivered in fear. “That place 
is notorious for its dangerous ACP clusters and radiation fields! There’s no way in 
hell Walther and I are having our funerals there!” 

Margaret begged, “Please don’t say that, Isolde. This means a lot to me and 
my family. ACPs and radiation won’t stop me from seeing my late parents again.” 

“T don’t think she’s going to change her mind anytime soon, Isolde,” Walther 
noted. “It’s best that we follow along.” 

Isolde threw her hands up. “As if we had a choice,” she grinned. 

“Are you coming with us?” Harold asked his sister. 

“Of course, I am,” she replied. “It'll take a while for us to get there, but 
whatever’s in Other-San-Bernardino is worth the trouble. After all, everything’s 
going toward my biggest wish in life.” 

Harold smacked his hand against his forehead. “You’re not going to stop 
wishing for that railway supergun, huhr” 

“When are we leaving? Margaret wondered. 

“For now, call it day,” Halfrida advised. “My goodness, you four look like 
you haven’t slept well in days. Once you all are well-rested, we'll head to the train 
station in Other-Bakersfield and take it straight to our destination.” 

“Sounds like we got ourselves a plan,” an exhausted Walther yawned. 

2K KK 
(One day later) 

Other-San-Bernardino, unlike the rest of the Otherworld, was a hellish 
landscape. On every street, its countless ruins and dilapidated buildings welcomed 
visitors as they explored the landscape for ACPs and their Anomalies. Clusters of 
ACPs blocked off certain areas, distorting the vicinity with physics-bending 
effects. In the distance, a lone coyote howled at the Otherworld’s moon, perched 
overt the nighttime sky. A whole pack responded in unison. 

Harold led the others into the ruins, his hand wrapped around his ACP 
detector, the SIG Sauer on the other. Halfrida stayed close to her brother with her 
own ACP detector, shining a flashlight on the darkness up ahead. A dauntless and 
restless Margaret trailed between them and the Lovers. Walther and Isolde 
mourned in silence, as if parading on the dreary path to a cemetery. 

Margaret tapped Halfrida’s shoulder. “How far do we need to travel before 
we reach my late parents’ hideout?” 

“Just another mile,” replied Halfrida. “It’s at an old park. We go there and we 
might be able to find a clue to their last whereabouts.” 

The twins’ ACP detectors began to vibrate and click. “Halfrida,’ Harold 
pondered, “Are we getting close to an ACP cluster?” 

Halfrida glanced at her detector. The red needle inside its rectangular-shaped 
gauge danced around a red-shaded level. The red indicated an estimated proximity 
to an ACP. “Maybe,” she noted, “Check the built-in map on your detector.” 
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In the middle of an intersection, a pack of hungry coyotes gathered around 
the corpses of three dead Underground Anomaly-hunters. Their razor-sharp teeth 
and claws tore through the cadavers’ olive-drab fatigues and dined on the stiff, 
frozen flesh. Margaret gasped in horror. “What happened to those three?” 

“Unlucky bastards,” Halfrida chortled. “Some ice-based ACP got them.” She 
told everyone, “Watch your step and don’t dawdle from the group. An ACP’s 
location changes every twenty-four hours. That goes double for any clusters.” 

Stopping at the corner of the intersection, Harold twisted a knob on his 
detector. Halfrida, Margaret and the Lovers stopped behind him. 

The LCD screen on Harold’s detector displayed a map of Other-San- 
Bernardino. Harold zoomed into the map with his fingers until he got a fix on his 
current location. Ten yards away, a large red blip appeared. 

Halfrida gazed at Harold’s screen. “Just as I thought,” she concluded, “An 
ACP Cluster is right in front of us.” As a sure-fire test, she fired a warning shot 
with her Cz75 Tactical Sports. 

“What the hell are you doing?” questioned Margaret. 

“Just watch and learn, Margaret,” said Halfrida. 

The noise generated by the gunshot provoked the feral coyotes. Enraged, the 
coyotes charged toward the five with ferocious speed. Halfrida placed her hands 
over Harold and Margaret’s holsters. 

Without warning, a wall of fire separated them and the coyote pack. The 
pack, frightened, fled in terror. As the flames disappeared, flurries of water chased 
after the animals, encasing each in a solid seven-foot block of ice. Exposed to 
extreme cold, the coyotes contracted hypothermia and died within two minutes. 
The flames melted the ice and the lifeless coyotes fell on the asphalt street. 

Margaret placed her hands against her mouth, trying to contain herself from 
hysteria. The Lovers stood calm. “See that, guys?” Halfrida told them. “That’s why 
you should never dawdle while entering an ACP cluster.” 

“Is it even possible for us to cross the street?’ Harold asked his sister. 
“Should we turn back and find another way around?” 

“No need to, Harold,” Halfrida insisted. “We can still traverse through this 
street and not end up like the coyotes or those three Underground guys.” She 
went into a pouch and pulled out a bag of steel bits. 

Unsure, Margaret commented, “How is that going to help us?” 

Halfrida said nothing as she strolled forward. The needle on the ACP 
detector she wielded was now staying in the red-shaded area. An alarm on the 
detector sounded, warning her that was too close to an ACP. She chucked few 
metal screws on the street in front of her. 

The wall of flames returned. The steel bits reacted with the fires, causing the 
flames to die down. In the place of the fiery wall were several red-hot screws on 
the ground. Halfrida, with the others following her, proceeded to pick them up off 
the asphalt. 

She turned around and showed Harold and Margaret. “Five Pan Anomalies, 
each valued at $2,000 if refined,” she told them. “They can absorb lots of heat.” 
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“What did you just do, Halfrida?” asked Margaret. “That was surreal!” 

“But that’s how you’re supposed to dispel ACPs and harvest their 
Anomalies,” explained Halfrida. “You throw stainless steel at an ACP and the steel 
will react to create an Anomaly. Pretty cool stuff, huh?” 

Harold nodded. “Sounds more like a medieval legend I once heard about. 
The ACPs make me think of the Anomaly-hunters as roaming alchemists and not 
treasure-seeking prospectors on a gold rush.” 

“Well, that’s pretty much the mentality those three had in life,” Halfrida said, 
pointing at the Underground stiffs. “Let’s keep going, shall wer” 

They crossed the street with Halfrida leading the way. As they approached 
the half-eaten bodies, Halfrida tossed steel bolts, nuggets and other metallic 
objects on the ground. The blocks of ice appeared and encased the metal. The 
blocks shattered into harmless shards, forming new Anomalies in their place. 

The Lovers grabbed ten ice-cold Anomalies off the ground as they followed 
the three. “Thor Anomalies,” Walther whispered to Isolde. “At $21,250 per 
refined sample, we should get the RGA to refine these ice-resistant bits for us.” 

“That’s assuming if we make out of the park we’re heading in one piece,” 
Isolde reminded him. “The one we’re heading has a radioactive fountain and some 
unkind guests waiting for us.” 

“Do Margaret and twins know about that?” Walther pondered. 

Isolde shook her head. “Let them learn firsthand, Walther. You and I have 
spent our time there with Herr and Frau Richardson all those years ago. I won’t let 
those three die on our watch.” 

Walther smirked. “Let me pitch in, alright?” 

“Naturlich,’ retorted Isolde. She loaded a thirty-two round drum magazine 
into her Mauser C96. 

2K 
(Two hours later) 

A lone cabin stood at the center of an abandoned municipal park. Behind it 
was a public fountain, its water acting as the source of a radiation-spewing ACP. 
The radiation caused flesh-rotting corpses in RGA Fackeltrager suits and Hitler 
Youth uniforms to wander the grounds. Hostile to the living, they carried Kar98k 
bolt-action carbines, G43 semi-auto rifles, and StG44 assault rifles. 

One corpse fired several rounds at a tree with an MG42. “Ein hed, drei, vier” 

The other corpses stomped their jackboots on the ground as they sang the 
tune of an old German folk song. “Holdrio, duwiduwidi-hahaha, holdrio, dunidunidi- 
hahaha,” they yodeled. “Schwarxbraun ist die Haselnufs-” 

Hidden in a thick brush of foliage, the five observed the area around the 
cabin. “Zombies,” Harold commented, “What is this, a George Romero flick?” 

“Verdammt,” Walther whispered, “Keep your voice down or they'll hear us!” 

“My bad,” Harold apologized. “So who are those people, Halfridar” 

“Some Ryanite and Remnants types whose bodies absorbed too much 
radiation from a nearby Curie ACP,” explained Halfrida. “They got too close to 
one and their bodies were filled with radiation, killing them. Even in this 
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reanimated state, we cannot reason with them, for the ACP destroyed their higher 
mental faculties.” 

“Eww, it reeks over there!” Margaret sniffed a foul smell in the air. “Why 
would my late parents be hiding in this dump?” 

“Tt’s a great place to hide and do research,” commented Isolde. “If that cabin 
has a Schrader Anomaly, this is the perfect hideout.” 

Margaret added, “What about the zombies prancing outside?” 

“Just like in the movies,” Isolde said, “Aim for the head.” 

“Are we safe near a Curie ACP?” Harold asked. 

“Probably not,” Halfrida replied. “We got a five minute window before we all 
join the ranks of the dead and sing Deutsche Volksmusik.” 

Walther grabbed an egg-shaped hand grenade with a yellowish fuze cap. [ll 
find a way around the zombies and get a Schrader Anomaly made for us.” 

Harold twisted a knob on his detector, switching it off. “Be careful, Walther.” 

He got up and etrinned. “Just watch and learn, Harold.” 

Walther rushed along the trees and bushes right side of the park. The 
zombies spotted Walther moving from one patch of foliage to the next. From the 
hip, they fired their weapons, their bullets failing to hit him. As bullets lagged 
behind him, Walther laughed. “This is too easy.” 

Without warning, a Ryanite zombie appeared from behind an oak tree ahead 
of him. It carried an M79 grenade launcher, loaded with a special 40mm buckshot 
round. The zombie fired the round at Walther. Hundreds of tiny steel pellets flew 
towards Walther. 

In a split second, he leaped to the right and crashed on his side. He fired 
several rounds at the zombie’s head. The bullets traveled through the zombie as it 
fell on its back. Walther got back on his feet, the zombies limping after him. He 
emerged from the thick brush and dashed toward the fountain behind the cabin. 

The other zombies neat the cabin continued shooting, their inaccurate 
gunfire failing to hit him. One of them, the zombie wielding the MG42, fired a 
fusillade of bullets. The overwhelming recoil pummeled it on its back. Its flesh- 
rotten finger held the trigger down, propelling bullets into the dark sky. 

As he got within several feet from the fountain, Walther unscrewed the 
grenade’s yellow dome cap with his thumb and index finger. The cap dangling 
over his fingers, his other hand plucked the pullcord, igniting the fuze. “Fire in the 
hole!” he shouted whilst throwing it into the fountain. 

Dozens of bullets whizzed past Walther as he watched the grenade dove into 
found. After it splashed on the water, he sprinted away from the fountain. Two 
zombies chased him into the brush, their Kar98ks wielded like clubs. 

From a distance, Harold, Margaret, Isolde and Halfrida waited for the 
grenade to detonate. “It’s taking too long,” Harold commented. 

“Yellow-capped egg grenades take seven seconds,” Halfrida reminded him. 

A massive amount of water ascended from the fountain, showering the 
surrounding area with water. “Speaking of the devil,’ Harold added. 

“Did it work?” Margaret pondered, shielding her eyes from the zombies. 
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“See for yourself,” Isolde encouraged. 

At the fountain, a purplish light ascended from the water. It floated above the 
fountain, transmuting from purple to blue. The light grew brighter and brighter 
until it blotted out the area around the fountain and cabin. The zombies, once 
hostile to an elusive Walther, stopped firing their high-powered guns at him. One 
by one, they released their fingers from the triggers and dropped their weapons on 
the ground. They fell to their knees and dropped dead. 

The light subsided and a sapphire-like crystal crashed into the fountain water. 
With the zombies back to their eternal slumber, Walther rushed out of the foliage 
to pick it up. The girls and Harold cheered him as he returned to them with the 
Schrader Anomaly in hand. 

Walther gave the Schrader Anomaly to Harold. “Consider this anti-radiation 
Anomaly an early birthday gift from me and Isolde,” he told him. 

“Ts it for me as well?” Halfrida asked. 

“For you and your Bruder to keep,” assured Walther. 

Halfrida squealed in delight. “Danke Walther, can me and Harold sell this? 
We can make a million dollars if it gets sold to someone on Earth.” 

“Do you whatever you want with it,’ Walther said. 

On Harold’s hands, the crystal felt soothing to the touch. It glowed blue. A 
euphoric rush entered Harold’s consciousness and coursed throughout his body. 
“Ts this the power of the Schrader Anomaly?” he wondered. 

“Tt’s also the reason why my husband’s not dead from radiation poisoning,” 
Isolde chuckled. 

Margaret smiled, “Even so, ’m glad Walther survived all the way through.” 
She eyed him. “How did you survive the zombies’ barrage of bullets like that?” 

“Just like in the movies,” Walther laughed, “They’re not deadly outside of 
close quarters combat.” 

Halfrida pointed at the door of the cabin. “Now that the way to the cabin is 
clear, we should check and see what’s inside.” 

“Right behind you, Halfrida,” Margaret agreed. 

They rushed to the cabin. At the foot of the door, Harold wrapped his hands 
around the doorknob. “Oh great, it’s locked,’ he muttered. “Walther, you think 
you can help me out?” 

“Ja, I'll help,” Walther replied. In one motion, he and Harold kicked the door 
down with their feet. The door sprang open, revealing a dark room ahead. 

Halfrida and Isolde tossed fluorescent glowsticks into the room. As the room 
was being illuminated, Margaret turned on a flashlight. They and the boys went 
into the building. Inside the remains of a ransacked living room, the five 
discovered two preserved corpses—a man and a woman—suspended from the 
ceiling by sturdy nooses. 

Shining a flashlight at the corpses’ faces, Margaret dropped the flashlight in 
shock. She broke out in tears and dropped to her knees, unable to contain her 
emotions. “What’s wrong, Margaret?” Harold asked her. 

“Don’t you understand,” she sobbed, “Those are my parents!” 
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“Are you serious,” Harold voiced his skepticism, “If your parents died in the 
Otherworld, how did you know they were murdered?” 

“Look at the woman’s face,” Margaret implored him. 

Harold picked up the flashlight and shined the light at the female cadaver. 
The woman’s face bore a similar resemblance to Margaret. Her eyes, lips, nose and 
hair color were identical. 

“She’s not joking,” Halfrida noted. “I think this is her mother, Harold.” 

“T never thought her parents would kill themselves,” commented Walther, his 
arms crossed. 

Isolde was unconvinced. “I don’t think so, Walther. Something tells me that 
this isn’t just a normal suicide.” 

“What made you say that?” asked Walther. 

“If we got time,” she proposed, “I could do an autopsy and we can figure out 
what killed them.” 

Margaret eyed Isolde. “You...can do that...?” 

“Ja, if it helps,” Isolde retorted, “I’ve had a few years of experience.” 

Halfrida volunteered, “Then Margaret and I should look around the house 
and see what else we can salvage.” 

“Good thinking, Halfrida,” Walther whistled. “Harold, you and I are going to 
be carrying the bodies.” 

“Be careful with them,” Margaret told the boys. 

2K KK 

In a well-lit house, not far from the cabin, Harold and Walther settled the 
cadavers on two tables at the kitchen, prepared by Isolde. Halfrida and Margaret 
followed after the boys, their handbags stuffed with recovered evidence. 

Harold wiped the sweat from his brow. “Man, Pm glad that’s over.” He 
turned to Isolde, who was washing her hands at the sink. “Alright, do your magic.” 

“Understood,” Isolde complied. “But try to stay quiet while ’m doing this.” 
She rolled up the long sleeves of her crisp-white blouse. From a brown leather bag 
bearing a red cross over a white circle, Isolde grabbed a set medical tools and a 
tape recorder. She hurried to the tables and set the tape recorder on record. 

“12th March, 5:45PM,” she announced with a clear voice. “Got a John and 
Jane Doe, Nordic stock, average build, mid-thirties. Victims are, according to 
Margaret Diana Richardson, Delmar and Beatrice Richardson.” 

She examined the wounds on their bodies. “Victims have multiple slashes on 
their wrists and bullet wounds on their torsos. Bullet holes appear to be caused by 
a .40 S&W handgun.” From the pile of tools, Isolde grabbed a laser scalpel. “I will 
begin by opening the body of the husband through the usual incision method.” 

Harold whispered to his sister. “Why did you find?” 

“A VHS tape,” she whispered back. “They’re video diaries of Margaret’s 
parents. Margaret insists that you and I look at them upstairs.” 

In a master bedroom on the second floor, Harold turned the television set on 
with a remote. Halfrida inserted the tape into an empty slot on the VHS player. 
She pushed the play button and sat next to Harold at the bedside. 
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The screen showed Margaret’s father, dressed in a white lab coat, seated on a 
couch inside the cabin at the park. The video was dated 9:30PM on July 16%, 2001. 
“Ts it on, Beatrice?” Delmar Richardson asked. 

His wife replied, “It’s on.” Beatrice joined Delmar at the couch. 

Delmar waved at the camera. “Hi kids, this is your Mom and Dad, wishing 
you an early happy fourth birthday. We’re so sorry if we couldn’t be at your 
birthday party tomorrow, but we hope this video will reach you someday. As you 
get older, all four of you will understand our years-long absence.” 

“For decades, the trade secret known as ‘D-VHIT has been rediscovered,” 
Beatrice addressed. “After years of painstaking work, as medical researchers, we 
are proud to report the results of this drug in this video.” 

She continued, “The rumors about D-VHI’s effectiveness in curing PTSD is 
indeed true. Our clinical trials on Underground soldiers revealed a miracle drug 
worth sharing with the outside world. We hope—” 

Static filled the TV screen, cutting the heart-felt recording short. A 
propaganda film appeared in its place. It depicted images of Balaclava-masked 
paramilitaries firing Kalashnikovs, PKM machine guns and RPG-7 rocket 
launchers at a training camp. 

The video showed a scene with paramilitaries marching to the Nazi tune of 
Deutschland Enwache, L-cross flags fluttering in the background. Brief snippets of 
news coverage of terrorist attacks and bombings in Newdeutschland followed. It later 
cut to a recording of a Nordic woman in green fatigues, matching beret and a 
black Balaclava mask. She stood next to two bodies hanging from a ceiling. 

Ostara rambled like a lunatic, clicking the trigger of her empty Browning at 
the camera. “Yes, I did it. I killed this couple and stole their research on D-VUI.” 

She ranted, “Alas, I did it for the good of Neudeutschland. Those dark savages 
back on Earth shouldn’t have these wonders, because they—” The recording came 
to an abrupt end. 

Harold and Halfrida were dumbfounded. “What the hell did we just watch?” 
Harold said to his sister. 

“The inner mind of a madwoman,” Halfrida concluded. “Don’t you 
understand, Harold? Ostara and her Conspiracy were behind the murders of 
Margaret’s parents! This recording proves it!” 

“So that explains everything,’ Harold said. “We now know where Ostara’s 
fundraising mechanism came from.” 

“Right, in the meantime, we should lay low and clear GACSS’s name.” 

“You're talking about the documents from that safe in Mother’s Den?” 

Halfrida nodded. “After what just happened, you guys deserve a break from 
all of this.” She continued, “Let me deal with the PR from the Dweller World.” 

“Yow ll do it for me?” 

“Tt’s the least I can do for my sissy brother, you know?” 

The twins hugged each other. “Thank you so much, Halfrida.” 

“Don’t mention it, Harold. Let’s crossdress again once this is all over.” 

“Sure, whenever you decide to move back to the house.” 
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Chapter Eighteen: Something Over The Horizon 


(Wise Man and Renate; April 13"-May 30", 2013) 


“Did I say I was going to invade the oil fields of Kuwait?” 
-Halfrida Brotzman, Referring to the Persian Gulf War 


cherished a photo of her parents she held. She stared at the photo even while 

she approached Harold’s desk. Once seated at one of the desk chairs, she 
placed the photo in a money purse inside her handbag. 

“So long as I live,’ Margaret addressed Harold, “Their legacy through me, 
their eldest daughter.” 

Harold grinned. “You're looking happier than usual, Representative.” 

“You bet I am!” Margaret responded. “And after a month of midterms, 
exams and school projects, it’s time we get back to important matters at hand!” 

“But seriously, what is Ostara trying to hide?” Harold complained. “Is she 
trying to screw with us? Or is there some method to her madness that we haven’t 
considered yet?” 

He continued, “As for my sister: why is she still trying to track her down?” 

“Don’t be too rash, State Chancellor,” she pleaded. “I’m sure Ostara and 
Halfrida know more than what they’re letting out. For now, leave the Ostara 
Conspiracy to Halfrida and move on to more important matters.” 

“Like what?” Harold pondered. 

Like winning Brotzmanskrieg and keeping GACSS alive,’ Margaret 
mentioned. “I mean, isn’t Catholic School Unity 2013 coming soon in late May?” 

“Of course,” Harold droned, “We have the honors of nominating people for 
awatds such as the coveted Cross of Service Awards. Then there’s that special 
school Mass with Cardinal Wolk at the Cathedral Basilica of Saints Peter and Paul 
in Philly next month.” He rolled his eyes. “What else did I miss?” 

“But that’s not all,” Margaret mentioned. “We also have an upcoming 
summer break that’s far superior to last year’s.” 

Harold scratched the back of his head. “Pm not so sure if I’m following you. 
Could you rephrase that for me, Representative?” 

“You got it.” Margaret went into her handbag and placed her iPhone on the 
desk. “Eddie Mack left me a message on my voice mail. Take a listen.” 

The message played the recording. “Hey Godmother, this is Eddie Mack 
speaking. You, me, the Lovers, the State Chancellor and those two Republic 
Representatives from Philadelphia got invited to this swanky meeting. It’s going 
down at the Hotel Maison Rouge in Strasbourg, France. It'll last from the 12" to 
the 18% of June.” 

It continued, “Oh, and make sure you’re wearing your uniform. Expect the 
same for our new associates from abroad. And everyone’s transportation and 
room and board will be provided by Bauer Industries and other companies. That’s 
all I have to say. If you got any questions, call me back once you received this.” 
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“How come Eddie Mack never told me about this?” Harold wondered. 

“That’s the same question I asked when I called him yesterday,” said 
Margaret. “From what I could gather, these ‘new associates’ he spoke about are 
like the Dwellers and Remnants: they love their privacy. A well-known American 
Catholic high school student named Harold Brotzman attracts too much attention 
from other people. Therefore, contacting one or several of his lesser known 
associates is preferable to them.” 

Harold tilted his head, still confused. “Might I ask who these people are?” 

“A motley collection of Catholic high school students from over thirty 
countries,” Margaret added. “They run the Secret School Economies in the 
Catholic school systems of their nations.” 

“Oh, I remember now!” Harold snapped his fingers. “They’re the ones that 
GACSS’s SSE has been trading with through the Eddie Mack Trading House!” 

“Ts it sinking in yet?” 

“Yes, it 7s, Margaret. Why are they having this meeting?” 

“To partake in the next phase of Eddie Mack’s ambitious plan,” Margaret 
explained. “He calls it CSI-the ‘Catholic School International.’ Through GACSS, 
Four-Year Plan and the Programs, it shall give birth to a new order in the affairs 
of all SSEs, the Dweller World and Otherworld once Brotzmansktieg ends.” 

“Wow, that’s amazing,” Harold commented. “This CSI could be a great 
opportunity for us to expand GACSS’s reach, have dialogues with like-minded 
young Catholics, and forge new alliances against the Underground and its allies.” 

“That’s why we should call a meeting with our associates and make plans for 
the future,” Margaret suggested. 

“Then pray that GACSS, as it ascends into an educational superpower, ushers 
a thousand-year reign of peace after Brotzmanskrieg,” Harold proclaimed. 

“Amen, State Chancellor, amen,” smiled Margaret. “Shall I request Allison to 
contact the others and invite them to the officer” 

Harold shook his head. “No, Pll let her know, Representative.” Harold dialed 
Allison’s office number on his satphone. “Hi, Allison, it’s me again...” 

2K 
(One month later) 

On a rainy Saturday morning at Plaidstadt, all of Harold’s associates gathered 
inside his office. They sat on the chairs in front of his desk, sipping cups of tea 
that Allison brought from the kitchen downstairs. Allison stood beside Harold, 
whispering in his ear. “Will that be all, State Chancellor?” she asked. “Do you want 
another tea kettle for this occasion?” 

“No need to, Allison,” Harold assured. “This won’t take too long.” 

“Have fun then,” Allison winked. 

“Thanks,” Harold winked back. 

Allison left the room, closing the door behind her. Harold addressed his 
cronies. Margaret, the Lovers, Henry and Nadine, Eddie Mack, Francis Leblanc 
and Halfrida were present. Everyone in the room wore a Catholic school uniform. 
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“Kameraden, we got less a month before we’re off to the Red House Hotel in 
Strasburg,” he informed them. “In the meantime, let’s discuss what we want to 
share to the Catholic School International.” 

Margaret added, “Since there are nine of us in this room, let’s take turns.” 

“There’s no need for me to be in this conversation,” declined Isolde. “Tl 
have Walther do the talking for me.” She got of her chair and left the room. 

“Representative Richardson has a point,” said Henry. “Right, Nadine?” 

Nadine nodded. 

Eddie Mack crossed his arms. He wore a white dress shirt and gold necktie 
under a maroon sweater vest, khaki pants and black oxfords. A school emblem on 
the sweater bore the words ‘Blessed Junipero Serra Catholic High School.’ “So 
where do we begin?” he asked. 

“Let’s start with who’s not going,” Halfrida said. “Since Harold literally 
dragged me out of one of my safehouses, ’m not partaking in this trip.” 

“Why note” asked Walther. “Didn’t you say you wanted to come along?” 

“Unlike you guys, I got an interdimensional terrorist to hunt down,” Halfrida 
told the others. “Ostara is still my top priority in keeping my sissy brother safe.” 

Everyone laughed. Harold snorted. “Just don’t die on us, dear sister.” 

Halfrida chuckled. “Of course I won’t, dear brother,’ she replied. “Like 
Isolde, ’'m out of here.” Harold’s sister left the room. 

“T guess I should introduce myself to the gang.” Leblanc got up from his 
chair. He wore a white polo shirt with school emblem, a belt wrapped around the 
waist of his black pants and matching dress shoes. “I am Head Minister Francis 
Leblanc, the State Chancellor’s Confederation counterpart. Since this matter is 
ptivy to the entire GACSS, I was invited here at his request.” 

“Which school are you from?” Walther asked. 

“An Orlando Catholic high school called ‘Monsignor Perrault High School,” 
Henry informed Walther. 

The conversation began to steer away from Harold’s control. “Uh, we can 
more about that other stuff later?” He banged a clenched fist on his desk. 

“So let’s cut to the chase,” Margaret said. 

Henry blurted, “Yes, the reason why we’re all here.” 

“In less than a month,” Harold said, “We'll be heading to the Red House 
Hotel in Strasburg. Now, ve been told you guys have ideas that you would like to 
present before the CSI.” 

“Where do we begin?” Margaret asked, staring at the others. 

“TH start with Walther.” Harold eyed him. “What do you have in mind?” 

“Create an elite, multinational unit for the RGA,” Walther proposed. “The 
CSI wants no involvement in the conflict. But there are still people who want to 
fight alongside the RGA’s ranks. Please allow me to present this to the CSI.” 

Harold nodded. He wrote ‘RGA — Adelbw’ on a notepad at his desk. Walther 
exited the room. “Okay Eddie, how about your” 

Mack spoke on the behalf of himself, Henry and Nadine. “The Programs will 
expand its media capabilities by recruiting foreign students. In exchange for rights 
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to produce localized copies, the Programs will become powerhouses for the New 
Evangelization in the Dweller World and Otherworld.” 

“Request accepted.” Below Walther’s, Harold penned “GACSS — Four-Year 
Plan: New Evangelization’. Eddie, Henry, and Nadine exited his office. 

He asked Margaret, “As for you, what would you like to dor” 

Margaret paused and stared at the ceiling. “Um, make a public announcement 
to the other Secret School Economies in other Catholic school systems that 
GACSS is accepting new students from abroad.” 

“T got it.” Harold wrote ‘Religion and Enrollment — Public Announcement’ 
as his third reminder. 

Margaret remained seated. She crossed her arms and legs and turned to 
Leblanc. “Got anything to add, Head Minister?” 

Leblanc nodded. “Could the Jackbooters in the SSEs of the other CSI 
members send some of their people to the Confederation?” he asked Harold. 
“The Ryanite Jackbooters in Florida need extra training.” 

“What’s going on, Head Minister?” Harold tilted his head to the side. 

“Underground still has almost complete domination of Ryanite trade in 
Plorida-the Confederation’s only state.” Leblanc sighed. “Underground also 
continues to rule Other-Florida, Otherworld’s Florida. Worse, I have reports from 
Halfrida that Ostara’s Conspiracy are smuggling D-VIII in both regions.” 

Margaret commented, “Shouldn’t these issues be brought to the RGA?” 

“Three times, I told RGA High Command to send troops to Confederation- 
influenced schools and Other-Florida. Three times, they denied my request.” 

“What was their excuse?” 

“High Command has yet to liberate Florida from Underground control.” 

“It’s a legitimate argument,’ Harold told Margaret. He then asked Leblanc, 
“Are there Dweller cities beneath Florida? I’d imagine the IDA trying to help the 
Underground wreak havoc.” 

“There are, but the trouble isn’t coming from them. The real headaches are 
Ostara and Emperor Raynerson.” 

“And yow’re convinced that my sister’s to visit your Catholic high school will 
solve things?” Harold set his pen down. “May I ask why?” 

“No comment.” Leblanc turned his cheek away from him. “I hear Hannelore 
Bauer might also be coming to Florida for some film shoot this summer.” 

Margaret asked Harold, “Where is Hannelore, anyway?” 

“T sent her on a special mission with some of Representative Accardo’s 
people,” Harold explained. “Somebody has to deal with the Plaid Prohibition.” 

“Are sure you didn’t ask her?” 

“Too many famous people in a single building attract unwanted attention. 
Besides, it’s not like Hannelore has anything worth bringing to the table.” 

“What made you say that?” Leblanc raised an eyebrow. 

“Head Minister, Hannelore’s only interest is to play a game of one- 
upmanship against her sister, Inge,” explained Harold. “She now finds herself 
poised to become the future heiress of Bauer Industries.” 
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“Hither way, ’'m okay with her helping us out,” Margaret said. 

“Yeah, but I’m curious about what Halfrida’s planning to do in Florida, 
Margaret.” Harold’s eyes squinted at Leblanc. 

“Tt’s not like I had a choice in the matter.” Leblanc exhaled. “She offered me 
a fast way solve my ‘problem’ without the red tape.” 

“Care to elaborate?” Margaret implored. 

Leblanc refused. “State Chancellor, are we done here? I have important 
matters to attend to.” 

Harold nodded. “Feel free to leave, Head Minister.” 

With the Head Minister gone, Margaret sighed. “He seemed a little uptight 
than usual. Harold, something’s over the horizon and I don’t like it.” 

“No argument from me.” Harold slouched on the desk chair and yawned. “I 
guess we'll find out once we return to the States.” 

“Think another Incident will happen?” 

“At this point, anything goes.” 

2 KK 
(Three days later) 

Halfrida’s Mercedes-Benz 600 Grofer rolled into the parking of Monsignor 
Perrault High School in Orlando. It pulled over at the curbside in front of the 
school entrance. Unlike most American schools, the buildings on the school 
campus had Spanish Mediterranean architecture. 

Halfrida stepped out of the backseat. Outside, the Florida tropical heat and 
sweltering humidity welcomed her. Sweat poured down her forehead as she 
entered the building, the Mercedes driving away from the parking lot. 

In a hallway near the main lobby, a dark-haired Ryanite accosted Halfrida. 
She stared at the brass dove pin on his shirt collar. The pin indicated he was Civil 
Guard. “Good afternoon, may I see your papers, please?” 

“You want to see my student ID, correct?” 

The guardsman nodded. “This is standard procedure within the GACSS—at 
least in the schools aligned with the Programs.” 

Halfrida looked inside her handbag. “Give me a few seconds.” 

“Take your time,” he said. 

She handed the guardsman a counterfeit Bishop Dowell student ID under 
her name and a portrait bearing her likeness. “No way,” he told her, “Are you the 
State Chancellor’s sister or something?” 

“Yes, his twin sister.” 

The guardsman whistled. “I didn’t think Harold Brotzman had a twin.” He 
shook Halfrida’s hand. “What can I do for you?” 

“Sister Maria, your principal, gave me permission to tour the school with 
Head Minister Leblanc,” Halfrida explained. “I have orders to report to the main 
faculty office. Could you escort me there?” 

Guardsman Fernandez nodded. “Follow me.” 
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With Halfrida in tow, the Guardsman took her to the school’s main office on 
the far right end of the hall. He opened the door. Halfrida spotted Francis 
Leblanc, seated in a chair. Leblanc stood up and shook Halftida’s hand. 

“Hope the heat didn’t get on your nerves,” he told Halfrida. 

“Not at all,’ Halfrida chuckled. She walked up to the secretary, a middle-aged 
Catholic sister, at the main desk and talked to her. 

Leblanc whispered to the Guardsman. “What time is it?” 

The guardsman looked at the time on a pocket watch. A golden keychain 
connected it to one of his belt loops. “2:34, so six more minutes before dismissal.” 

“Meanwhile, the students at Bishop Dowell don’t leave until 2:55PM,” 
Leblanc muttered. “Can you believe it?” 

“I know, right?” The guardsman whispered back. He walked behind 
secretary’s desk and pushed a red button that controlled the school’s bells. Twice, 
he pushed the button. The guardsman picked up a microphone, his voice 
reverberating throughout the campus. 

“Good afternoon, please stand as we begin prayers,” he announced. 

Everyone in the main office faced the crucifix mounted on a wall. They made 
the side of the cross as the guardsman said, “In name of the Father, the Son and 
the Holy Spirit, amen.” 

The guatdsman led everyone on the campus through two prayers: Hail Holy 
Queen and an intercessory prayer to St. Thomas Aquinas, the school’s patron 
saint. After everyone made the sign of the cross again, he later added, “Thank you 
and have a wonderful day.” 

“Take it easy, guardsman,” he told him, “T’ll take care of things from here.” 

“Thank you, sit.” 

Leblanc asked Halfrida, “You said you wanted to visit the library?” 

Halfrida nodded. “Lead the way.” 

They left the main office and exited the building through a door on the right 
side. In the sweltering heat, they strolled across a courtyard at the center of the 
campus. Halfrida followed Leblanc along a concrete path to an L-shaped two- 
story building on the northeastern side of campus. The path led them through a 
gap between the arches supporting the lower roof. 

Cold air flowed out from inside the library as they went inside. 

Dozens of students congregated in the library. Some sat at study tables, doing 
homework or studying with friends. Others socialized. Guardsmen passed stiff 
demerits to anyone causing a ruckus. 

A staircase stood in front of Halfrida and Leblanc. “I assume you know 
where to find them, yeah?” he asked. 

“Of course, I do.” As if she knew where she was heading, Halfrida trudged 
up the staircase. The Head Minister followed her. Upstairs, she advanced toward a 
tall bookshelf on a wall next to an open windowsill. From top to bottom, all the 
books were about the American Civil War. 

Two aged books caught Halfrida’s attention. She pulled them from the shelf 
and blew the dust off their covers. She gave them to Leblanc. 
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“Will that be all?” 

“That should be it.” 

Specks of dust flew in the air. Francis sneezed. “Excuse me.” 

“Be cate with those books. They may be the only ones left in existence.” 

They sat at a nearby table behind the adjacent window. Francis glanced at the 
red cover. The gold letters read, Memoirs of Renate Brotzman. 

“What’s her story?” 

“She was a Prussian woman, who founded Adalbert Munitions AG with her 
twin brother, Helmut.” Halfrida opened the book. “During the Civil War, the 
Confederate States were their biggest customer.” 

“Are you serious?” 

“See for yourself.” Halfrida glided the book towards him. 

Leblanc read a few snippets. He showed pointed at an interesting passage. 
“They manufactured the guns and ammo in Prussia, stored them at a warehouse in 
Cuba and had teams smuggling weapons past US naval blockades.” 

“Yep,” Halfrida asserted. “Renate and her brother started the business as 
smugglers. No matter how hard the US Navy tried, they were several steps ahead.” 

She pointed at another paragraph. ““Whenever Union ships got too close, 
our cannons fired shells laden with coal dust and liquid air. The flames burned on 
the Atlantic waves for hours, even after the ships were sunk.” 

“Huh, that sounds like a fuel-air bomb.” 

“They even stole weapons from an Austrian armory and sold it to the 
Confederate Army at a premium,” Halfrida mentioned. “A few cases of Austrian 
rifles and even a howitzer reached the battlefields of Gettysburg!” 

Halfrida closed the book. “I didn’t think Renate and Helmut cared so little 
about ethics. But I guess money is money, no matter who’s buying.” She and 
Francis glazed over the other book: Railway Artillery and Superguns. 

Page after page, it contained colorful drawings and photos of railway artillery 
pieces, dating from the Civil War to the Second World War. Drool poured from 
Halfrida’s mouth as she read. 

“For a girl, you’re pretty enthusiastic,” Leblanc snickered. 

“These books are out of print and have yet to be put online,” she explained. 
“Pm convinced that my childhood dream will protect my sissy brother.” 

“And what’s that?” 

“A 3,200mm intercontinental railway supergun called the ‘Hadfrida-Brotzman- 
Geschiitz.”’ Halfrida grinned. 

“That’s your ‘childhood dream’?!” 

“It’s a good one,” she bragged. “I’m sure the RGA would put it to good use, 
once we figure out how to build it.” 

Leblanc rolled his eyes. “You do realize why bombers, cruise missiles, and 
smart bombs superseded railway artillery?” 

“Who cares about the exorbitant costs or its vulnerability to air attacks?” 
Halfrida sighed and closed the book. “Hence is the reason why I wanted to visit 
you at your school.” 
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“Out of all people, there’s not a lot I can do to help you.” 

“Oh, I think you can totally help me, Francis.” Halfrida winked. 

“And in exchange for building this massive supergun, you'll help me out?” 

“That’s the plan. In exchange, Pll deal with your problems.” 

“Guess I’ve got no other choice.” Francis chuckled, shaking her hand. 

“It’s a pleasure to be working with you.” Halfrida grinned. 

KKK 
(Two weeks later) 

Halfrida revisited Orlando after nightfall on May 30%. At a desk in a guest 
room inside Francis Leblanc’s home, prayed the rosary. Her fingers twiddled the 
beads as she recanted five litanies of one ‘Our Father’ and a decade of “Hail Mary’. 
After making the sign of the cross, Halfrida set her rosary aside and played Soft 
classical music on an MP3 player. 

She focused her attention on two documents: a huge map and a long laundry 
list of military formations. The map depicted all of the Underground’s positions in 
Other-Florida, Eden. The list contained information on the Underground’s Order 
of Battle in the region. For minutes, she studied the map and the list. 

From a box of wax pencils, Halfrida grabbed a red-colored pencil. She 
marked the Underground’s coastal defenses up and down Other-Florida’s coasts 
with brackets. Swapping the red pencil for a blue one, she marked locations 
suitable for aerial bombardment with hand-drawn stars. Targets of opportunity 
included airbases, naval shipyards, logistics, communications, and command and 
control facilities. 

Next to each star, she drew parachutes to mark Ryanite airborne landings. 
Bridges and highways were noted. At Other-St. Augustine, Halfrida labelled a blue 
square bracket to mark the site of a naval landing. From there, she drew a large 
arrow that branched out into all directions. 

Someone knocked on the door. “Come in,” Halfrida called out. She turned 
down the classical music. 

Francis opened the door and reclosed it. “You said you wanted to see me?” 

She nodded. “Now that I’m back, I need to ask you about the Confederation 
Program.” She eyed Francis. “How are things?” 

“Still terrible,” he told her. “The Confederation remains unable to operate 
without the Underground harassing Ryanite Jackbooters outside of the Catholic 
schools. The Otherworld is much worse, now that Underground naval vessels are 
patrolling the surrounding the waters.” 

“Tonight, that’s about to change.” 

He raised eyebrows. “What are you saying?” 

“T hatched a plan that will allow the Ryanites to secure Other-Florida and the 
real one.” Halfrida motioned him to look at the map. “Thanks to my death squads, 
I’m confident that it’s bound to work.” 

Francis smiled. “Now, that’s something I’ve been forward to, Halfrida.” 

“You like it?” she asked. 

He nodded. “I do.” 
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“Pm flattered.” Halfrida smiled. On the map, she circled a city labelled 
“Other-Orlando’. “Our primary target is this city. Once under our control, we'll be 
able to build my childhood dream.” 

“What convinced you to build it there?” 

“My big gun comes straight from Neudeutschland,” she explained. “I 
negotiated with von Baumgartner to ship it there. From what I can tell, it’s a huge 
gun that’s bound to attract attention.” 

“And you’re certain that Underground won’t destroy it once construction 
begins, right?” 

“Don’t worry, Francis,” Halfrida assured him, “Underground won’t be able 
to strike it, once all of Other-Florida is taken. Remember, the Fellowship of 
Young Christians controls most of the Deep South and its Otherworld version.” 

“True, but we should draw contingency plans for when bad comes to worst.” 

“Of course, that’s common sense.” Halfrida smirked. “That said, I believe 
will be impressed, once this plan comes to fruition.” 

“You think he’ll be impressed?” 

“T’m sure of it.” Halfrida laughed. 

“What should we call it?” 

“Let’s call it ‘Operation Duchesne’. RGA High Command will commence the 
operation at 0500 hours on June 21s.” 

Prancis grinned. “Sounds like a plan, Halfrida.” 
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Dart Chree: Das blicksspicl 


(The Gamble) 
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Chapter Nineteen: McCarthy, Please Come Back! 


(Ryanite Chorus; Aug. 17-Dec. 24, 2013) 


“OA, give me a break, Hannelore. Even you should know that stupid things happen in war.” 
-Halfrida Brotzman, From Intelligence Report 11012013 


High School on their Ziindapp motorcycle. Isolde steered the vehicle, 

while Walther rode in the sidecar. Isolde parked the vehicle at an empty 
parking space. The Lovers dismounted. They treaded through the parking lot and 
strolled to the front entrance. 

Along the way, a few patrolling guardsmen outside waved their hands at the 
Lovers. The Lovers waved back at them. “I didn’t think we would become 
recognized among the Ryanites, Walther,” Isolde whispered. “Is it due to your 
status as commander of Adelbu or was it due to ‘Operation Duchesne’?” 

“Both,” Walther whispered back. 

Isolde looked over her shoulder as she and her husband strolled into the old 
school building. Past the entrance, a long column of hungry Ryanites marched 
across a hallway on their left. They were proceeding to the cafeteria, dressed in the 
various uniforms of the Archdiocese of Philadelphia’s Catholic high schools. 

No one paid attention to the Lovers as they sauntered into the hallway. 

“Are they the foreign students that the CSI promised to send, Walther?” 

“Ja, they’re my new subordinates. All of them served alongside me in Other- 
Florida, you know, Operation Duchesne.” 

They turned right and headed to a small corridor. Walther pushed a button 
on the panel next to an elevator doors. The doors opened and the Lovers entered 
the elevator. On the elevator’s control panel, Walther pressed a button. 

The elevator descended hundreds of feet down. Walther blurted, “It’s been 
quite a while since we last saw Hannelore, Isolde. What’s she up to?” 

“Last I heard, she was working on a few films for the Republic and 
Confederation Programs. Other than that, she’s been doing work for 
Representative Accardo and his Nightingales.” 

“What would the Nightingales want from her?” 

“It appeats that she’s got a latent talent for the Jackbooter trade. There are 
rumors about her doing business alongside some hotshot in Nebraska.” 

“How old is she now?” 

“Fourteen, I think,” Isolde recalled. “And unbeknownst to many, she’s hiding 
out at this new dormitory. She can’t stay at her old vacation shack in Wonderland, 
because she’s running from the Dweller Mob.” 

“What do they want with her?” 

“Whatever it is, she’s not sharing.” 

“Does Harold or Margaret know about this?” 

Isolde sighed. She showed several compromising photos of Harold and 
Margaret from her handbag. “Perhaps she has good reason, wouldn’t you agree?” 
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Walther tilted his head to the side. “Where’d you find these?” He pulled one 
photo. “These are still-shots of them with Emperor Bernard Raynerson!” 

“Found them on the floor of our penthouse the other day.” 

“T don’t know, Isolde; I got a bad feeling about them now.” 

“And why shouldn’t you?” Isolde put the photos back in her handbag. 
“Hannelore claims she found more evidence.” 

The elevator came to a halt, the doors reopened. The Lovers stepped into a 
narrow, winding hallway full of art-deco architecture and furnished carpeting. On 
the wall in front of them was a sign that pointed leftward. 

“Room 728 is where she’s hiding,” Isolde noted. 

The Lovers turned left and walked to end of the hallway. Dorm Room 728 
appeared on the far right end of the hall. “This must be it,” Walther pointed at the 
bronze plaque on the door. He knocked on the door three times. 

“Hallo,” Hannelore retorted, “Who is it?” 

“Tt’s me and Isolde,” he told her. 

Hannelore, dressed in a St. Eustace uniform, opened the door for the Lovers. 
On one hand, she held a Colt Single Action Army Revolver, chambered for .45 
ACP. She sighed. “Oh, thank God it was just you two. Been a while, hasn’t it?” 

Walther nodded. “You’re looking a little older than when we last saw you.” 

“Same for you and Isolde,” Hannelore chuckled. “Have you two been using 
an Idunn Anomaly to stay young this whole time?” 

“Why wouldn’t wer” Isolde admitted. 

Before letting the Lovers into her dorm room, Hannelore peeked around the 
corner. “You Lovers weren’t followed, right?” 

They nodded. “Then come inside,” Hannelore beckoned. “I got a message 
from the State Chancellot’s sister.” 

The Lovers entered her dorm room. They followed her as she walked past a 
living room and a door to her bedroom. Hannelore pulled a wooden chair at a 
small dining table. The Lovers did the same with two chairs on the other side. 

On the table was a small package, wrapped in a pretty bow. A small tag, 
attached to the bow, had Walther and Isolde’s names in Halfrida’s handwriting. “Is 
that for us?” Walther pointed at the package. 

Hannelore placed the Colt SAA next to the package. “It came straight from 
Halfrida.” She motioned the Lovers to open it. 

Walther removed the bow from the package, opening it with both hands. 
Inside the package was a letter addressed to the Lovers. Walther unfolded it. 
Isolde hunched over her husband’s shoulder as he read the letter. 

“Lovers,” the message read in cursive, “I am writing this to you as a warning. 
Don’t share this letter with Harold and Margaret. Both are planning to betray us.” 

“Ts that so?” Walther muttered. 

Isolde snickered. “Harold may be a little loose, but I don’t buy it.” 

“Halfrida has evidence,”’ Hannelore told the Lovers. 

“Evidence?” Walther crossed his arms. “What kind of ‘evidence’?”’ 
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“Signs of possible collusion with Emperor Raynerson,” Hannelore told them. 
“Want to see the evidence?” 

They nodded. Hannelore went to her room. She returned with a digital 
recorder. Placing it on the table, Hannelore pushed the play button. The recording 
was a witetapped teleconference between Emperor Raynerson and Harold. 

“Emperor Raynerson,” Harold said, “We need to talk.” 

“State Chancellor, I was wondering when you would call.” Bernard laughed. 

“What’s so funny?” 

“T find it surreal to be speaking with you over the phone. Are you here to 
discuss our terms for peace?” 

“Yes, I am, Bernard. What would be the first step?” 

“Start by betraying the Remnants. Stab them in the back.” 

“Betrayal, huhr I believe I can arrange that—” 

Hannelore pushed the stop button. “That’s all he said,” she commented. 

Isolde sighed. “What a shame. I didn’t think Harold would stoop that low.” 

“Maybe, but I’m still not convinced,” Walther said. “It’s too good to be true.” 

“So what do you recommend, Walther?” Hannelore asked. 

“As the RGA general in charge of Adelbu, an internal investigation is 
necessary. I will see to it that everyone closest to him is investigated.” 

Hannelore clapped. “Ah, McCarthyism,” she muttered under her throat. 

“Same goes for me, Hannelore,” Isolde added. “Harold and Margaret may be 
good people, but they may also be scheming behind our backs.” 

Walther shook Hannelore’s hand. “Danke, Hannelore.” He scooted out his 
chair and turned to his wife. “Come on, Isolde, we’re heading down to Florida.” 

She nodded. “Let’s cause some trouble.” 

“Have fun, you two,” Hannelore hollered, waving her hand as they left. 

2K 
(Two days later) 

August 17% marked the beginning of a new school year for GACSS. From 
Honolulu to Boston, three million Ryanites returned to their schools for another 
school year of lasting memories. Outside Bishop Dowell’s chapel, Margaret 
opened the sturdy doors. She looked over her shoulder as she went inside. 

The school chapel spanned the size of two classrooms adjacent to each other. 
The air smelled of incense. A window ahead of the altar provided a view of the 
courtyard. Next to it was a locked door. From her purse, Margaret reached for her 
iPhone and turned it off. She strolled past five rows of empty pews. 

Harold sat at the pew closest to the altar. He silently twiddled the beads of a 
rosary as he prayed. Margaret sat beside him and prayed along. They made the sign 
of the cross. “Were you followed?” Harold asked. 

“No,” she replied, “You?” 

“Same,” he said. “Security trumps compromise.” 

“T can’t believe we made it all the way to study hall.” 

“And we’re not dismissed until this class period ends.” Harold sighed. “But 
that’s not the reason why I called you here, Margaret.” 
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“Why are we here?” 

“Remember that question I once told my Onkel?” 

“Which one are we talking about?” 

Harold’s eyes darted around the room. He whispered in Margaret’s eat. 
“Onkel, is the Third Reich still alive?’ Margaret, I now believe it zs.” 

“Are you serious?” she whispered back. 

He nodded. “Believe whatever you want, but it’s the truth.” 

“How is that possible?” 

Harold went into his backpack and pulled out a digital recorder and a pair of 
headphones. He handed them to Margaret. 

Margaret plugged the headphones into the recorder and placed them over her 
ears. She pressed the play button and listened. The recording was a wiretapped 
conversation between Walther and Isolde. 

“Walther,” Isoldes said, “What happens if our suspicions are true?” 

“Kill them,” Walther replied. “Let Halfrida take over and-” 

Margaret stopped the recording. She pulled the headphones from her head. 

Harold grabbed the headphones and the recorder. He returned them to his 
backpack. “Do you see what I mean? We can’t trust the Lovers anymore.” 

“Are you sure you're not being paranoid?” Margaret’s eyes squinted. 

“Even the paranoid have enemies.” 

She crossed her arms. “Harold, I don’t have time dealing with conspiracy 
theories. Do you have any real proof that we can’t trust them?” 

“T do.” Harold grabbed a set of documents from his backpack. “This came 
straight from my twin sister.” 

Margaret glanced at the documents. “Dear Harold and Margaret,” the 
opening paragraph wrote, “Beware of Walther and Isolde. They are old friends of 
Ostara’s, and their loyalty belongs to her, not us. Neither have our family’s 
interests, which are GACSS’s interests, at heart.” 

“Hitler’s National Socialism didn’t die in the ruins of Berlin in 1945. Instead, 
the Nazis morphed into a cross between The ODESSA Fik and The Sopranos. It’s 
an extraterritorial Reich without borders or cities, of radical terrorists, drug 
runners, political gangsters, and power-hungry businessmen. They believed that 
Hitler was a great man and that the world would be a better place if he won.” 

“Since the War ended, they made plans to strike back at the US, which they 
saw as a thorn on their side. More than the Soviets, ?m afraid. Today, they are 
turning America’s Catholic schools into a stepping stone to destroy America and 
build the Fourth Reich.” 

“Hmph,” she said whilst reading, “I figured as much.” 

“Do you see why I’m so paranoid now?” 

She nodded. “I was sure that the Remnants were up to no good. These 
documents from your sister validated my suspicions.” 

“Why convinced you to say that?” 

“What kind of school system did we build, Harold?” Margaret threw her 
arms high. “Are we recreating Nazi Germany?” 
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“How should I know?” Harold pointed at himself. “But what about mer” 

“You're the new Fuhrer,’ Margaret answered. “GACSS is the Fourth Reich. 
Think of the Remnants we’re now harboring in our schools. They’re all illegal 
immigrants who don’t share our values and want to kill us.” 

Margaret pounded the back of her hand with a clenched fist. “We should 
round them all up and put them in camps. Declare war on their nation, 
Neudeutschland, and their Prime Minister, Lester von Baumgartner.” 

“Tsn’t that what the Nazis did?” 

“This is a matter of Catholic Identity and National Security, Harold. We can’t 
let our guard down over things like human rights with Nazis.” 

“And if the Ryanites or the Church find out about this?” 

“Oh, theyll understand soon enough, once we find more evidence.” 
Margaret lowered her tone to a whisper. “You don’t think the Volksarmee could 
launch an internal investigation into the Remnants or the Adelburgers?” 

Harold paused and stroked his chin. “I think that’s in the cards, Margaret. 
How soon should we do this?” 

The school bells rang. “Good afternoon, please stand as we begin prayers,” 
James, one of Margaret’s brothers, announced over the PA. 

“Soon,” Margaret retorted. 

2 KK 
(Fifteen days later) 

In the Diocese of Orlando, the bells of Monsignor Perrault rang throughout 
the campus. On a sweltering day after Labor Day, the Confederation’s ensign—a 
gold cross over a purple background—fluttered against clear skies. Bored students 
fled their classes for home or afterschool activities. 

Over the campus, the A-Wings of the school’s Aerodyne Club took flight. 
From a secured room somewhere on campus, the pilots practiced various 
maneuvers in the skies above. 

For the Diocese’s Jackbooters, a two-story building on the northeast side of 
campus was teserved for them and their Commissary Commandants. They waited 
in the hallways for their non-Ryanite counterparts to arrive. A company of Civil 
Guards patrolled the grounds, ensuring peace, order and stability. 

Platoons of non-Ryanite Jackbooters in summer attire strolled toward the 
building with backpacks, duffel bags and satchels. Two squads of ten RGA troops 
from Orlando’s other Catholic high schools escorted them into the building. The 
RGAs were dressed in their school uniforms. 

Inside a central hallway, the non-Ryanite Jackbooters were greeted by the 
sight of their Ryanite partners. They stood before them with their own bags of 
goodies. On the other side of this central hall, Head Minister Francis Leblanc 
stood in an upright posture. The Lovers, posing as two Monsignor Perrault 
students, hovered beside him. 

Leblanc addressed them. “Friends of the Confederation and the Greater 
American Catholic School System, I am Head Minister Francis Leblanc. Welcome 
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to Monsignor Perrault, we are proud to offer you what the Confederation and 
Republic Programs have to offer.” 

“Therefore, feel free to browse, buy, sell and trade as you please. If you wish, 
the privilege of bartering is allowed,” he continued. “Let us begin this new school 
year in the name of Kamerad State Chancellor Harold Brotzman!” 

Everyone clapped their hands in applause. The Ryanite Jackbooters beckoned 
their counterparts inside the rooms with the RGA troops in tow. Behind closed 
doors and shuttered windows, each of the buildings rooms offered something for 
everyone. 

The Lovers grabbed Leblanc by his arms and escorted him out of the 
building. Away from prying eyes and ears, Francis asked, “Is something wrong?” 

They nodded. Walther crossed his arms. “You seem joyous,” he commented. 

“Why shouldn’t I?” he grinned. “The successes in Operation Duchesne 
evicted the Underground from Other-Florida and the real Florida. The Ryanite 
Jackbooters here can finally do business in peace.” 

Isolde whispered, “But were the casualties worth it?” 

“Pm think it was worth it,” Walther said. “Besides, we even managed to make 
the Dwellers beneath Florida to secede and join the Confederation.” 

“We did, Walther?” Isolde’s hand covered her agape mouth. 

“Yes, Isolde,” Francis told her. He eyed Walther. “Uh, why are we out here?” 

“Tt’s about Halfrida, Head Minister; we can’t find her, let alone contact her.” 

“She packed her bags and moved her operations to Nebraska,” said Francis. 
“Told me how she’s continuing the battle to stop Ostara there.” 

“Was that all she said?” 

Prancis nodded. “That’s all.” He refrained from informing the Lovers about 
his promise to oversee Halfrida’s childhood dream. 

Walther turned to his wife. “Do you believe him?” 

She shook her head. “Not sure.” 

“Come on, would I lie to you guys?” Leaning forward, Francis exposed both 
of his palms to the Lovers. “Trust me, there’s nothing to be suspicious of.” 

“Nein, there’s a reason to be suspicious, Head Minister,” Walther said. “One 
of my subordinates told me that the building’s interior is wired for sound. It 
appears that Harold is getting a little too paranoid.” 

Prancis froze. “The State Chancellor’s becoming paranoid?” 

“Ja,” replied Walther, “Harold’s gone full-on McCarthy and thinks the Nazis 
are coming back.” He pointed at the tiled floor. “That the Remnants living here in 
this country are plotting to destroy it.” 

“Sounds more like a conspiracy theory.” Leblanc chuckled. 

“Well, that’s because it 7s,” said Isolde. “He and Margaret are colluding with 
Emperor Raynerson to end Brotzmanskrieg through a peace treaty.” 

Speechless, Leblanc stepped back and gave the Lovers a wide-eyed stare. “Is 
that true, Walther?” 

Walther refrained from mentioning the recording between Harold and 
Bernard. “For now, it’s just a rumor floating around,” he told Francis. 
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“Okay, Dll pray that it’s not true,” said Francis. 

“But that’s not all,” Isolde added. “My husband and I are convinced that you 
might be able to help us.” 

“What do you mean, Isolde?” 

“Could help us look busy by, you know, giving us work? We don’t mind, as 
long as we’re as far away from the State Chancellor as possible.” 

Francis shook his head. “There’s not a lot you Lovers could for me, ever 
since Operation Duchesne ended last month.” 

“Are you sure Halfrida has any secret projects worth protecting?” 

“No such projects exist,’ he denied. “And whatever you do, don’t spread 
your McCarthyism on my neck of the woods, got it?” 

“We understand,” Walther replied. 

“Look, Pm sorry about what’s going on with Harold, but I like my privacy.” 
Francis sighed. “I can live with you two stopping the State Chancellor from 
spreading his McCarthyism to the Confederation. That would be nice.” 

“Ja, Isolde and I can make that happen.” Walther and Francis shook hands. 

2 KK 
(Four months later) 

An evening snowstorm bombarded Philadelphia with inches of ice and snow 
on a dreary Christmas Eve. At Plaidstadt, the Christmas season remained 
suppressed by the tensions of Brotzmanskrieg. In the State Chancellor’s office, a 
red telephone rested on his desk. Harold picked up the phone as it rang. 

He spoke into it. “Hello, Prime Minister von Baumgartner. How are you 
doing this Christmas Ever” 

“State Chancellor Brotzman, I was about to say the same thing until my aides 
brought the unfortunate news to my attention.” 

“The recent arrests of Remnants businessmen during their visit to a new 
Anomaly refinery in Wonderland? I assure you that those men were on the 
Volksarmee’s radar for quite some time. Tonight, we brought them in 
questioning.” 

Margaret opened the doors and entered the room, her wrist attached to a 
briefcase with handcuffs. Harold motioned her to close the door and sit at one of 
the chairs. She nodded. Closing the door behind her, she walked to the chairs and 
settled the briefcase on her lap once seated. 

“Where’s your proof that they’re colluding with Ostara’s Conspiracy, or 
Emperor Raynerson’s Underground and his allies, State Chancellor?” 

“Evidence remains forthcoming,’ said Harold. “Pl inform once the 
Volksarmee finds what they are looking for.” 

“But the people of Neudeutschland want answers now!” Lester pleaded. 

“The Ryanites will release them from detainment once we find evidence.” 
Harold hung up. He planted his elbows on the desk, his fingers forming a steeple. 
“Margaret,” he asked her, “Have you returned from the interrogation room?” 

“Yes, [ve returned.” Margaret opened the briefcase, pulled out a 
compositional folder, and tossed it on Harold’s desk. 
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Harold grabbed the folder and opened it. The documents were typed 
transcripts of the interrogations. 

“Of the ten businessmen interviewed, no evidence implied possible collusion 
with Ostara or Emperor Raynerson,’ the document asserted. “Instead, the 
interrogations revealed something else.” 

“The ‘Plaidfabne’, a plaid rendition of the Republic ensign that stood beside 
the State Chancellor during Convention sessions, was stolen from Plaidstadt. And 
the Golden Rose Clasp—the Programs’ highest award—of its late bearer, Nathaniel 
Hawthorne, was also missing.” 

He closed the folder and placed it on his desk. “How on Earth did we miss 
those recent thefts, Margaret?” 

“That, we don’t know,” Margaret replied. “None of them were willing to talk. 
It’s possible that both were stolen earlier this month.” 

“Do you think the Lovers had anything to do with it?” 

Margaret shook her head. “So far, there’s no evidence of their involvement. 
The Plaidfahne and Hawthorne’s Golden Rose Clasp are irreplaceable relics of the 
Rebirth, Harold.” She crossed her arms and sighed. “Whoever did this wants to 
demoralize us, but who?” 

“Well, who else can it be, other than the usual suspects?” Harold replied. “If 
it wasn’t the Lovers, it has to be either Ostara or Emperor Raynerson.” He 
straightened his posture whilst pondering to himself. “Perhaps if we do a process 
of elimination, we might be able to figure out the real culprit.” 

“True, except both parties are capable of infiltrating the GACSS,” Margaret 
noted. “Both have done conducted infiltrations before, and I’m certain they can 
do the same to Plaidstadt.” 

“And both wanted to find ways to crush Ryanite morale,” Harold added. 
“But why would Emperor Raynerson want to steal something as personal as the 
Golden Rose Clasp of the Péaidfahne’s late bearer?” 

Margaret tilted her head. “Are you suggesting something?” 

Harold nodded. “What do we know about Hawthorne?” 

“He was a fellow classmate of Francis Leblanc at Monsignor Perrault,” she 
recalled. “Hawthorne was also the one who made the Plaidfahne and rallied the 
Ryanites in Florida, prior to the Rebirth. And he helped Leblanc back the 
Republic’s inclusion of the South’s Catholic schools, an incentive that later formed 
Plorida’s Confederation Program.” 

“Ts that all?” Harold wondered. “There has to be more.” 

“Um, sometime last year, Hawthorne died of terminal Leukemia. Do you 
think that might be relevant?” 

“Yes,” he replied. “Margaret, do you know anything about the Remnants 
intelligence community and their death squads? Could it be that they possess 
weapons that cause heart attacks, strokes, cancer, or radiation poisoning?” 

“Wait, do they even have that kind of equipment?” 


196 


FAME AND HONOR 

“Our intelligence has confirmed that, earlier this month.” Harold’s eyes 
darted around the room, his heart pounding. “Remember the Harrisburg Incident, 
what my sister called a ‘Columbine-style Reichstag Firer”’ 

Margaret nodded. “I remembered it as if it happened yesterday.” 

“Do you remember what happened in the aftermath?” 

Again, Margaret nodded. “Thousands of Catholic laity, clergy, and religious 
began dying of heart attacks, strokes, cancer, and radiation poisoning...It was all 
natural causes under suspicious circumstances.” 

She shuddered in terror, the more she remembered. Images of people thrown 
from high rise buildings, people smothered in their sleep, and straight-up murders 
arranged as suicides flowed into her mind. 

Her eyes grew watery. “No..., please don’t remind me, Harold!” 

“This is the world we live in, Margaret,’ Harold lamented. “After the 
Incident, a radical domestic terrorist cabal tried to overthrow the government. The 
neo-Fascist ‘Gray Knights’ were Catholics who fell away from the Church, don’t 
you remember?” 

Margaret’s mind conjured an image of the wall of a cathedral. The words 
‘Bishops get the bullet, too!’ were spray-painted in bright red. Tears flowed from 
her eyes. She closed her eyes and kicked her feet as she screamed, “No, no...I 
don’t, I don’t want to remember!’ 

Fearful, Margaret rushed out of the room with the briefcase in hand. 
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Chapter Twenty: Perception Management 


(Sleipnir and Briinnhilde; Jan. 11-12, 2014) 
“Why I love Brotzman? It’s because I abhor bad Catholic education.” 
-Shellshock, Catholic Identity First Party Club 


Philadelphia and its surrounding suburbs and counties in early January. In 

northeast Philly, at Plaidstadt, the old sports field had recetved miniature 
hangars and airstrips for Ryanite Aerodyne-Wing planes. The snowstorm ended on 
a cloudy Saturday morning, leaving Plaidstadt with snow-covered hangars and ice- 
glazed tarmacs. 

The clocks inside the old school building struck 7AM. From inside, a 
company of Ryanites in wool overcoats and fur caps entered the airfield. Boys 
from Archbishop Kurz worked side-by-side with the girls from their sister school, 
Joseph Callahan. With snowplows, they shoveled snow off concrete sidewalks for 
the ground crews. Some of them chipped and scrapped the ice off tarmacs; others 
dug up the hangars. 

Republic and Confederation ensigns flew overhead. Jackbooted, stern-faced 
Civil Guards from the two high schools presided over their wretched peers. 
Walther and Isolde, also in Archbishop Kurz and Joseph Callahan uniforms, stood 
beside the Civil Guard Chief running the show. 

The Chief, an Archbishop Kurz student, chuckled. “Nothing beats a sinful 
life better than community service,” he lectured the Lovers and his subordinates. 

“Amen, Kamerad-Chef Cheap-Labor,” the other guardsmen agreed. 

Isolde asked the Chief, “Herr Kamerad-Chef, why are these Ryanites in out-of- 
school-suspension? Are they all dissidents?” 

“They can’t all be dissidents, Isolde,’ Walther commented. 

“And you’re right, Herr Schaffer,’ Cheap-Labor confessed. “Some of them 
did lots of stupid things before landing in detention. Rather than getting expelled 
with the dishonor of street thugs and war criminals, this is their second chance.” 

“Fi, Ich verstehe jetzt,” Isolde giggled. 

“But you want to know what I really hater’’ Cheap-Labor asked the Lovers. 

“What brings you to hate?” Isolde wondered. 

Cheap-Labor complained, “People coming to our land and sucking my 
taxpayer dollars to buy T-bone steaks and Cadillacs. The federal government 
burdens me with a two-hundred dollar tax on every 40mm grenade round I’ve got 
for my M79 grenade launcher. And the bishops aren’t doing anything about it!” 

Walther whistled, “40mm grenade rounds aren’t cheap, whether it’s High 
Explosive or HEAT (High-Explosive, Anti-Tank).” 

“Exactly,” Cheap-Labor snapped his fingers. “I use it to defend my home 
and my teen wife, ‘Deregulation’. ATF claims my M79 is not a shotgun. But 
blowing a burglar to bits is what a shotgun’s supposed to do!” 


p n even heavier snowstorm dumped more snow, sleet, and hail on 
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From his overcoat, Cheap-Labor pulled out a special 40mm round. “This is 
what I use to defend my home,” he explained to the Lovers. “A buckshot round; 
it’s packed with twenty-four grams of steel pellets.” 

“T believe you,” smiled Walther. “Put it away.” 

Isolde asked, “You do realize that Walther and I are illegal immigrants, jar” 

“Oh, youre exceptions,” scoffed Cheap-Labor. “You hardworking, God- 
fearing Remnants do the jobs most Ryanites won’t ever do. Unlike your 
freeloading peers in Wonderland, you made Catholic Education great again. 
Brotzman should hurry up and make you Lovers US citizens and students of Kurz 
and Callahan.” 

“He has a point, Isolde,” said Walther. “Uncle Sam is not Onke/ Adolf. We 
can’t expect Catholic Charities and the US government to give trillions in taxpayer 
dollars to wealthy Remnants like us each month.” 

“Like St. John Neumann, [ve got nothing against immigrants of any race or 
nation,’ Cheap-Labor admitted. “I do have issues with immigrants wailing ‘Onkel/ 
Adolf, please come back’, because the Nazis were the real parasites. Sorry if Pm 
rambling, but what brought you Lovers here?” 

“We spent the past few months fighting insurgents in Florida’s schools,” 
Isolde said. “Those savages were unworthy of a chapter in Fame and Honor.” 

“And now that we’re back at our base of operations,” Walther added, “The 
National Catholic Education Association just called Plaidstadt. They would like to 
award the State Chancellor their prestigious Elizabeth Ann Seton Award this Fall.” 

Cheap-Labor’s jaw dropped. “The NCEA wants to give the State Chancellor 
that award? That’s crazy, because the recipients are presented with a special 
scholarship to give to a single Ryanite in their community.” 

“And since he can’t be bothered with, we decided to vouch on his behalf,” 
Walther stated. “Cheap-Labor, we came to you because you were one several huge 
supporters of Harold Brotzman.” 

Isolde pulled out a notepad and pen from her overcoat. “What would you 
like to say about the State Chancellor?” she entreated. 

“Thanks to him, unruliness, dissent, and heresy were purged from our 
classrooms and hallways,” declared Cheap-Labor. “After the Rebirth, he made the 
Catholic schools under Republic Program influence run on time-” 

As he spoke, Isolde jotted down abridged statements on the notepad. She 
closed the pad and shook Cheap-Labor. “Danke schon, Herr Kamerad-Chef.” 

“Don’t mention it,” Cheap-Labor retorted, “I was glad to help.” 

The Lovers returned to the old school building. In the cafeteria, they strolled 
toward a door on the other side of the room. Entering a hallway, they proceeded 
down a corridor and exited the front entrance. 

Back outside, the Lovers walked to their Zindapp motorcycle. “That wasn’t 
too hard, wasn’t it?” Walther said to his wife. 

“Maybe,” she replied, “But we still got a few more places to visit.” 

Walther hopped on the sidecar’s seat. “What’s next?” 
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Isolde turned on the bike’s ignition. “The girls of St. Eustace,” she informed 
her husband. “Those girls loved Harold Brotzman after what he did to their 
school, two years ago.” 

“No argument from me,” Walther smirked. 

The Lovers backed out of their parking space. Isolde droved the bike toward 
the merging street situated in front of Plaidstadt. The Ziindapp zoomed down the 
street, turned right at an intersection and disappeared among a sea of oncoming 
vehicular traffic. 

KK 
(One hour later) 

A few miles east of Plaidstadt, St. Eustace Catholic High School for Girls 
shared a busy intersection with Father Jacobson Catholic High School for Boys. A 
small park separated the two schools—and their students—from each other. The 
schools, built into old Neo-Gothic parishes, had a few afterschool club meetings 
scheduled that day. 

In the main atrium, beyond St. Eustace’s main entrance, three girls stood in a 
neat row, golden Sam Browne belts strapped to their brown jumper dresses. The 
cheerful girl on the left had a golden bowtie around her collar. The gloomy one in 
the middle had pigtails, and the third one was reading a copy of the Baltimore 
Catechism. Fraktur-style text adorned the book’s pages. 

The Lovers escaped the outside cold by opening one of the thick wooden 
doors at the entrance. The three girls, in Valley Girl accents, greeted, “Wilkommen 
in Sankt Eustace, Kameraden. Wie gehts?’ 

“Mein Frau und ich sind toll,’ retorted Walther. 

Confused, Isolde scratched her head. “Who are you three supposed to ber” 

“We're the News sisters,” the girls responded. From right to left, they took 
turns introducing themselves to the Lovers. 

“My name is Good News,” the girl with the Baltimore Catechism said, 
closing the book. “I spread the Catholic Faith to all of God’s children through my 
duties as a journalist for Catholic School Observer. Did you know, like, St. John 
Neumann signed this copy of the Baltimore Catechism?” 

“Pm...Real News, yeah,” pigtails girl frowned. “I report all the facts and give 
unbiased opinions on Catholic School Observer. Life is..., um, depressing...” 

From the top of her lungs, the bow-tied girl exhorted, “And Pm Fake News, 
like, the most trusted News sister on CSO! LOL, the Supreme Court ruled that 
everyone has a constitutional right to fart in public!” 

The Lovers laughed. “Please, this is too much,” Walther pleaded. 

“Allison Schmidt, the State Chancellot’s secretary, recommended us to you 
three,” Isolde informed them. “She claimed you three kept records of what 
happened here, three years ago?” 

“The months leading up to the, um, Rebirth, yeah?” Real News pondered. 

The Lovers nodded. “We can talk lots about it while we’re roaming downing 
the halls of St. Eustace?” Good News suggested. 
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“Are the Catholic sisters at St. Eustace are fine with my husband?” Isolde 
asked, pointing at Walther. 

“GACSS no longer has problems with Ryanite boys exploring all-girl 
schools,” Fake News answered. “You've got, like, nothing to worry about.” 

“T don’t if Fake News is telling the truth.” Walther tilted his head to the side. 

“For just once..., you can trust my bombastic sister,” attested Real News. 

The News sisters led the Lovers around St. Eustace. Three stories high, the 
building featured hardwood floors, florescent lighting and tiled-walls. A few 
students worked to keep the halls clean. In the classrooms, various afterschool 
clubs hosted weekend meetings. 

“We remembered it as if it happened fifteen minutes ago,” Good News told 
the Lovers. “In September 2011, the Archdiocese of Philadelphia wanted to close 
forty-five schools and five high schools. Everyone here, including us three, we 
saddened by it. Real News hanged a faxed copy of that declaration on a wall and, 
like, tried hanging herself next to it.” 

“T thought I was going to die...,” Real News lamented. “Then the State 
Chancellor, our biggest crush, entered our lives...” She cracked a smile. “He gave 
this rousing speech at the Milchpalast with almost a thousand in attendance. That 
night, he gave us hope and a lot of promises...” 

“What kind of ‘promises’? Walther wondered. 

Good News replied, “Um, he promised order in a school system in chaos; a 
faith-centered community where both Catholics and non-Catholics find belonging 
and realize their true potential.” 

“End unfair trade with other Secret School Economies and renegotiate for 
fairer policies,” Real News added. “Spearhead the New Evangelization in distant, 
exotic locales that the Catholic Church has never reached. Improve the Common 
Good through Anomalies, the untapped natural resources of the Otherworld.” 

As the News sisters led the Lovers into a hallway full of senior lockers, Fake 
News broke away from her sisters. Like a child on lots of sugar, she rushed up to a 
locker on her left, colliding through two girls with books in hand. Those girls 
dropped their books as they fell to the floor. 

The Lovers helped the two girls. Good and Real News called out to their 
sister, “What the hell are trying to do to us?” 

Fake News ignored her sisters. She opened her locker and grabbed a tin-foil 
kepi from her shelf. With her hat, she told the Lovers, “For Harold, the Rebirth of 
American Catholic Education provided something for everyone. Believe me: 
prosperity to the downtrodden; perseverance to the just; a sense of hope to those 
in despair; true harmony between rich and poor students; the restoration of 
Catholic tradition and values in the schools to the clergy.” 

“That is quite a mouthful,” gigeled Isolde. “Is that kepi your way of winning 
our trust, Fake News?” 

She nodded. “Tf I, like, remove it from my head,” Fake News said, “Nobody 
believes me. I can’t confess my love to Harold Brotzman without it!” 
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Isolde smirked. She pulled out her notepad and pen again. “What do you 
want me to write to the NCEA? Speak with a clear voice and enunciate.” 

Fake News confessed whilst wearing the kepi, “State Chancellor, this may 
sound weird, but I would like to have your baby. No, wait, scratch that!” 

With an attached eraser, Isolde crossed out what she wrote on the pad. “Did 
you want to say that out of spite?” 

“Huh, no, that’s not I meant.” Fake News removed her kepi. “What I meant 
to say is that every girl at St. Eustace loves Harold Brotzman. We want to have his 
baby. And we don’t care if we all end up on 76 and Pregnant or Teen Mom. I’m sure 
Halfrida or Horst Brotzman is more than happy to pay for the child support.” 

“No, Fake News,’ Good News slapped her. “Sex is a holy act between a 
married man and woman of faith. Cleanse your mind of those perverted ideas!” 

“May I ask how many girls attend St. Eustace?” Walther asked Real News. 
Isolde stood beside Walther, writing everything down as fast she could. 

“...Nine hundred fifty,” Real News reported. 

“That’s way too many teenage mothers for me to count,” Walther muttered. 

From the classroom next to Fake News’s locker, Hannelore Bauer stepped 
into the hallway. Infuriated, she groused, “Why are you always running your 
mouth in the halls, Fake News? For the umpteenth time, ’m not interested in 
having Harold’s baby!” 

“Hallo, Hannelore,” Isolde greeted. 

“Good to see you and Walther, Isolde.” Hannelore crossed her arms, her 
foot tapping on the floor. “Hold on, what are you Lovers doing here?” 

“What ate you doing here?” Isolde asked. 

“Home Economics Club has a meeting,” Hannelore explained. “Why are you 
wasting your time with the most trusted News sister? The NCEA and the bishops 
of the USCCB treat Fake News with a grain of salt.” 

“Why’s that?” Isolde wondered. 

Hannelore rolled her eyes. “Unlike her sisters, Fake News leads Catholic 
children, to quote St. John Neumann, into ‘spiritual ruin.”’ She chuckled at Good 
and Fake News as they bickered over trivial matters of faith and morals. “Yet it’s 
kind of sad that CSO hasn’t canned Fake News already.” 

“Do you have any suggestions on Catholic high schools worth visiting?” 
Walther asked her in an incredulous tone. 

“There is one school worth visiting,” Hannelore mentioned. “In South Philly, 
there’s Ss. John Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton Catholic High School. Now, 
that latter school’s got all sorts of interesting people there.” 

Isolde scribbled the names of the school on her notepad. “Danke schon, 
Hannelore,” she thanked her. 

“St. Eustace and its sister school has a lot of eccentric Ryanites,’” Hannelore 
told the Lovers. “I recommend coming back here if all else fails.” 

“No need,” Walther said. “I think two schools should do it for today.” 

2 KK 
(Two hours later) 
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South Philly’s Ss. John Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton Catholic High 
School was the largest of the Archdiocese’s high schools. Three thousand students 
attended their classes in the Neo-Gothic school building. From the main entrance, 
the Lovers trudged up the concrete steps. They opened study doors and entered 
the building. 

Like Archbishop Kurz, the school featured marble floors and a lobby with 
four interconnecting hallways. A small lounge of antique furniture was situated at 
the center of the lobby. The mahogany stairway beyond the lounge went three 
stories up. But unlike Kurz, a chandelier was not suspended from the ceiling of 
this lobby. 

A male student with a gentleman’s cane limped towards them. He grumbled 
and ranted to himself. “Where the hell is Nurse Caretaker...?” he murmured. 

“We should ask him for directions,” Walther suggested. 

Isolde sighed. “If you say so, Walther,” she retorted. 

The student greeted, “The name’s Old-Timer. It’s nice to meet you.” 

“Good morning, Old-Timer,” Walther responded. 

“So this is ground zero of the Rebirth,” Isolde looked around the lobby. 

Old-Timer nodded. “Besides the Archdiocese, it’s also the largest Catholic 
high school in the entire United States,” he added. “What brings you two here?” 

Isolde informed him, “We came on behalf of the State Chancellor. The 
NCEA wants to give Brotzman an award, and we’re here to vouch for him.” 

“Glad to hear,” Old-Timer grinned. 

“What ate you supposed to be, a door greeter?” Walther pondered. 

“Pm not patt of the school’s Civil Guard,” he answered. “I’m just a senior 
who has been around for a long time.” 

“How long have you been to this schoolP” Isolde asked. 

“Five years,” Old-Timer replied. “My school has changed since then. Got 
held back because I thought I should earn a college scholarship in sports.” 

“T see,” muttered Walther. “Say, is there any way you can help us with our 
research for the State Chancellor?” 

“Sure,” he said, “It’s not like there’s anything good on daytime television, 
even on a Saturday morning. What would you like to know?” 

Isolde pulled out her notepad. Walther outlined his questions. “Is the source 
of the Underground’s bigotry toward Ryanites rooted in this school? What 
happened here in the wake of the Peace Treaty that ended the Rosy War? How did 
this school go from being the worst Catholic high school into the best in a few 
short years?” 

Old-Timer sighed. “I haven’t been around for that long. To tell you the truth: 
some of the others have siblings who attended back in the day. If you like, I can 
give you some directions.” 

“That would be great,” Isolde remarked. “Please tell us who to contact.” 

Old-Timer paused, his mind lost in thought. “Uh, what was I thinking about 
again” He snapped his fingers. “Oh, that’s right: a student from the Catholic 
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Identity First Club named ‘Shellshock’. His club hangs out with ‘Bittersweet’ and 
his Virgin Mary Cosplay Parade at the Chestnut Tree Café.” 

“Don’t you mean the school cafeteria?” Walther wondered. 

“Whatever,” Old-Timer said in a snide tone, “I’m nineteen years old and Pm 
getting too old for this!” He waved his cane at the Lovers. “You ninety-something 
year old kids don’t even respect your dead elders. Where’s Nurse Caretaker?” 

A girl in the school’s uniform approached the three. “I am here to give your 
massage, Herr Old-Timer,” Nurse Caretaker spoke in a thick German accent. 

“Just leave us in peace,” Old-Timer told the Lovers, hauled away from them 
by Nurse Caretaker. 

Walther scratched the back of his head. “I guess we’re supposed to find the 
cafeteria ourselves then.” 

Countless minutes of aimless wandering brought the Lovers to the school 
cafeteria. A female student strolled up to upright Civil Guards stood outside the 
cafeteria’s closed doors. The bilingual signs mounted on the walls next to the 
doors read, “Halt! Ihre Papiere bitte. / Stop! Your papers please!” 

A Civil Guard held up a mini red stop sign on a wooden stick. “Ha/t, may we 
see your papers please?” he addressed the girl. 

“Come on, what’s the meaning of this, guys?” the girl questioned. 

The guardsman reminded her, “Terrorists, pedophiles, dissidents and spies 
lurk among us. They’re aliens just like the ones in John Carpenter’s The Thing.” 

The girl looked inside her handbag. “I forgot to bring them. Are you going to 
take me away like that French guy in Casablanca?” 

“Do I look fascist to you?” the guardsman chuckled. “[’m just doing my job: 
preventing another Incident, another Columbine-style Reichstag Fire. Next!” 

The girl sighed. She stomped away and passed by the Lovers. The Lovers 
approached the guardsman with their papers in hand. “Hallo da,’ the guardsman 
greeted as he inspected their papers, “Now you two ate model American citizens.” 

“Except we came to this country illegally,” Walther added. 

“So what?” he told the Lovers. “America wants to help you guys.” The other 
guardsmen stepped aside as he opened the door for the Lovers. “Under the 
DREAM Act, you have a right to stay here. But hey, welcome to the cafeteria!” 

‘We'll keep that in mind,” Isolde said as she went inside. 

“Danke schon,’ Walther added, following Isolde. 

In the cafeteria, various students sat around its many tables. Some ate meals 
and chatted with friends. Others discussed politics and current issues over copies 
of Catholic School Observer and Mystic Monk coffee. The Catholic Identity First Club 
congregated on the far-right. The Virgin Mary Cosplay Parade never strayed away 
from the far-left. Both sides praised Harold Brotzman and his policies. 

Seated at the same middle table, the Lovers were interrupted by twin 
accordionists. A twin sister played Catholic hymns; her brother played German 
folk music. They disrupted the love-filled rhetoric that both clubs spewed. 
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Annoyed, Isolde sighed and rolled her eyes. She gave each twin at least fifty 
thousand dollars to play the same tune. The twin siblings took her money and 
began playing the melody of Father Lord’s song, “For Christ the King.” 

2K KK 
(One day later) 

In the hallway outside the State Chancellor’s office, Allison walked out of 
Harold’s office with a large stack of tax returns. She closed the door with her foot. 
The Lovers entered the hall and accosted Allison. “Oh, hey guys,” she greeted 
them. “What’s up?” 

“Walther and I would like to have a word with you in your office,” Isolde 
demanded in a calm voice. She showed Allison the notepad from yesterday. 

“Can it wait?” asked Allison, the documents she carried overwhelmed her. 

The Lovers shook their heads. “It’s urgent that we deal with this matter here 
and now,” Walther insisted. 

“T understand,” replied Allison. She escorted the Lovers to a door next to the 
State Chancellor’s office. “Could one of you help me out?” 

Walther opened the door for her. He motioned Allison to go inside. Isolde 
came after Allison. Walther closed the door behind him. The carpeted room had 
no paintings or pictures on its walls. A simple desk with a desk chair and two guest 
chairs was situated next to the windowsill. 

Allison dashed across the office and smacked the documents on her desk. 
She faced the Lovers, arms crossed. “Found anything good?” 

“You tell us,” Isolde said. She gave her notepad to Allison. 

Allison flipped the pad open and skimmed through the text. “I can’t even 
read your handwriting, Isolde.” 

“You don’t know how to write cursive?” Walther pondered. 

“No one taught me to write cursive,” Allison replied. 

“Then I doubt you’ll understand what our discoveries after everything we did 
yesterday,” Isolde said. She plopped on one of the guest chairs. Her husband sat 
on the other chair. “I guess I should start over and redo everything I wrote. 
Allison, what do you know about the Incident?” 

“The worst school shooting in US history,” Allison stated. “It surpassed all 
other school shootings because of its military-like precision and high body count. 
Even today, no one knows who carried out this evil act. The shooters’ identities 
are still unknown to everyone, including the Great Powers.” 

Walther slouched on his chair. “Do you remember the aftermath?” 

“Now that you mentioned it,” Allison said, “I did notice Halfrida making 
decisions in Harold’s name. The Incident fueled Halfrida’s suspicions about the 
Gray Knights, a shadowy neo-Fascist cabal that infiltrated every part of American 
Catholic life. Everything, including the GACSS, was affected.” 

“Do you agree with Halfrida that dozens of American Catholic organizations 
were compromised by the Gray Knights?” Isolde asked. “That Ostara’s 
Conspiracy financed them to be instruments of terrorism?” 
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“Yes, but few believed her.” Allison paused. “After the Incident, the USCCB 
got a wakeup call. Halfrida blew the whistle to every American bishop, archbishop, 
cardinal and all their subordinates. Thanks to her, they learned that a terminal 
cancer of militant heretics was in their midst, ready to hijack authority away from 
them and the US.” 

“What happened?” Isolde asked. 

“USCCB cleaned house,” Allison replied. “They leaked her information to 
the federal government. Within days, the FBI arrested thousands of laymen and 
clergy. ATF uncovered massive stockpiles of military-grade weapons, explosives, 
PlaK cannons, armored cars, and a SADM (Special Atomic Demolition Munition) 
underneath a parish.” 

“That SADM the ATF found was a nuclear suitcase bomb,” Walther said. 
“Was the parish aligned with any Diocese or Archdiocese?” 

Allison shook her head. “Thousands died of heart attacks, strokes, cancer and 
other natural causes. Thousands more were excommunicated by the bishops, with 
some forced to resign from various lay organizations.” 

“Do you believe this leaked information was true?” Isolde asked. 

“The RGA, the Underground, Remnants and the rest of the Church believed 
it as well. The Holy See got involved and demanded our bishops, archbishops, and 
cardinals to reassert control over their dioceses and archdioceses. That also 
included the lay organizations.” 

“The following school year gave the Brotzmans and the GACSS ample 
opportunities to help their decimated neighbors. Every American Catholic 
organization rallied around GACSS’s orbit. No exceptions.” 

“Did everyone do the right thing, Allison?” Walther entreated. 

Allison nodded. “It had to be done; like I said, no other option existed.” 

While Allison spoke, Isolde composed abridged statements. “Every Catholic 
organization reformed by Harold and the USCCB received three billion dollars 
and replacement personnel,” she wrote. “The faithful grew closer to God.” 

“An elite generation of well-bred, stiff-necked and adventurous Catholic 
youth rose to prominence. With well-entrenched Catholic Identity at home and 
school, millions mobilized to launch a spiritual Bétykrieg of unprecedented scale. 
The speed at which GACSS ascended into an indomitable educational superpower 
was unlike anything the world has ever seen.” 

Isolde closed her notepad and slid it inside her overcoat’s pocket. She pulled 
out large stacks of US one hundred dollar bills. “For all the trouble of receiving 
factual information for this interview,” Isolde offered, “Please receive this gift.” 

Allison smiled in joy. “Is it for me, Isolde?” 

The Lovers nodded. “You deserve it after what Walther and I have been 
through since 1945, GACSS wouldn’t be here without the Brotzmans.” 

Allison took the money and counted the amount by hand. “Oh my,” she said 
in shock, “This is $50,000. I can further my education with this kind of money.” 

“Tt’s all yours.” Walther grinned. “Just don’t say it came from us.” 
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Chapter Twenty One: Prussian Roulette 
(Ryanite Chorus; March 21", 2014) 


“Help, someone’s going postal! Jesus, Maria, I don’t wanna diel” 
-Unnamed Bishop Dowell Student 


Wonderland. Walther settled a briefcase on the table and opened it. Inside the 

case were several compositional files containing huge stacks of documents and 
photos. Isolde grabbed the files from the briefcase and placed them on the table. 
With all the documents out of the briefcase, the Lovers sat around the table. 

“Ts this everything Halfrida sent us, Walther?” she asked him. 

Walther nodded. He opened one of the files and breezed through a lengthy 
intelligence report. “Hmph, look at this, Isolde.” He took a yellow highlighter 
from his pocket and marked a few sentences within a paragraph. 

““A hostile spy is operating somewhere in the vicinity of State Chancellor 
Brotzman,”’ Isolde said the highlighted text aloud. ““The subject’s identity remains 
elusive, even with aggressive investigations. Whoever this person is, they have 
done tremendous damage to the decision-making processes of Harold Brotzman 
and his friends. Although the possibility is likely, the exact date of an assassination 
against Brotzman is unknown.” 

She turned to her husband. “Could this spy be one of us?” 

“You mean Margaret”? Walther asked. 

“Ja, that girl,” Isolde replied. 

Walther shook his head. “Pve got no evidence implicating her as the would- 
be assassin. That doesn’t exempt her from being complicit in Harold’s decision to 
contact Emperor Raynerson, however.” He delved further into the report and 
highlighted more noteworthy sentences. 

“Dissent among RGA High Command is high,” one paragraph warned. 
“There are rampant rumors that the general staff of the Volksarmee is planning 
mutiny against High Command and the GACSS. Whether State Chancellor 
Brotzman, as the de-factor head of the Wo/ksarmee, backed these treacherous acts 
remains forthcoming.” 

“That’s not good,” Isolde blurted. “Walther, we need to figure out who this 
person is before they make their move.” 

“But who could it be, Isolde?” he asked. “We don’t know anyone who fits 
the profile. All we know is that this person is someone Harold sees every day.” 

Isolde put the pages of the report down. “Then let’s retrace our steps back 
the beginning.” She grabbed a pen and a sheet of paper from the briefcase. With 
the pen, she summarized the events of Harold’s life. “Three years ago, Harold and 
his sister discovered the Rheingold, the book that later became known as The 
Republic Program.” 


t Lovers walked up to the dining table at Hannelore’s vacation shack in 
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She wrote ‘April 2011: Rheingold rediscovered’. Below it, Isolde jotted down 
‘May 2011: Halfrida moves to Argentina.’ “In late May of that year, his sister 
accepts the scholarship that Horst gave her.” 

“Ganz genau,’ Walther agreed. He grabbed his own pen from his pocket and 
turned the sheet around. After the second entry, Walther scribbled ‘21 June 2011: 
Harold stays at Sektor Ost’. “Hours after agreeing to stay at our penthouse, 
Harold’s personality changed.” 

“His personality changed?” she pondered. “What could cause that change?” 

“Who knows?” Walther went on to write several entries ‘2294 June 2011: 
Harold meets Margaret’; ‘23-28 June 2011: Father Leonard vouches Harold et al 
to Cardinal Wolk’; and ‘31st August 2011: Harold is poisoned, Halfrida takes over.’ 

“Let’s start on 31 August,” Isolde said. “What do we know about that day?” 

Walther recalled, “According to Margaret’s quadruplet siblings, Harold got 
sick after eating a snack from two Jackbooter siblings, Michel and Elena DuPont. 
We interrogated and executed them after learning they were associates of Ostara.” 

“That was also the time you gave Harold that Adonis Anomaly,” Isolde said. 
“The next day, we took Harold on a brief tour to the Otherworld.” Beneath 
Walther’s entry, she wrote ‘Saved Harold, go to Otherworld’. “What happened 
while we were there?” 

“The Underground were mounting aggressive patrols in Other-Philadelphia,” 
Walther replied. “At the time, we assumed they were one of our own, but it turned 
out they were ten tourists on a hunting trip for Anomalies.” 

Walther scribbled down a series of events between September 1% and 
December 17%, 2011. “Between our visit to the Otherworld and Hannelore 
bringing us to Wonderland, Harold made several visits to Cardinal Wolk. Much of 
what they said is too complex to be put in a novel.” 

“Naturlich,” said Isolde. “Can Cardinal Wolk or Father Leonard be the spy?” 

“Nein, both have nothing to gain from assassinating Harold. Plus, a 
clergyman murdering Harold is unlikely.” Walther added an entry for December 
17%, “When we visited Wonderland, Hannelore Bauer led us there and people who 
ran the place were Henry MacDonald and Nadine Bianchi. Neither Henry nor 
Nadine can be the spy?” 

Isolde cocked her head to the side. “Why can’t they?” 

“Because both have stakes in GACSS,” Walther said. “The mutiny would put 
the Four-Year Plan, their pet project, in disarray. They don’t want that to happen.” 

“That sounds reassuring.” Isolde took the sheet back to her side of the table 
and wrote events between December 234 and March 30% 2012. Below that, she 
added events that happened between April 6 and June 10% 2012. 

“Everyone Harold encountered during that point in time doesn’t fit the spy’s 
profile,’ Walther noted. “That includes his twin sister, Halfrida.” He flipped the 
page and jotted down all events from June 15 and August 5% 2012. “This brings 
us to Eddie Mack.” 
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“And it can’t be him, because Eddie isn’t the cloak-and-dagger type,” Isolde 
said. She jotted down various events for October 6% 2012 and January 27%, 2013. 
“We know that Harold has a secretary, Allison Schmidt. Could it be her?” 

Walther shook his head. “Allison loves Harold and wants to marry him. Why 
would she go out of her way to murder the one she loves?” 

“Ja, that’s true,” Isolde agreed. “But 6 October was also the time when your 
donation to GACSS got stolen?” 

“Tt was,” he replied. “T still think Ostara had something to do with it.” 

“Which brings us to Hannelore,” Isolde said. “I doubt it’s her, because she 
hasn’t seen Harold in months.” 

“Except there’s one exception,” Walther added. 

“There was?” she pondered. 

He nodded. “Back in May of 2013, Hannelore visited Harold at his Plaidstadt 
office. But you’re korrekt, it can’t be her; Representative Anthony Accardo had 
her run errands all over the US. Same goes for everyone in Accardo’s outfit.” 

“What about the Catholic School International or Francis Leblanc?” 

“Can’t be them. Like Henry and Nadine, they have way too much to lose.” 

“Pm starting to think we’re never going to uncover the identity of this spy.” 

“Nein, I think I know who it is, Isolde.” 

On the wall next to the Lovers, the hands on a cuckoo clock struck 7:45. A 
cuckoo bird sprang from its home. A music box melody of an Austrian folk song, 
Wien Bhebt Wien (Vienna stays Vienna’), began playing. The radio inside 
Hannelore’s shack began crackling. 

The Lovers leaped from their chairs, ran up a short flight of stairs and 
entered what was once Hannelore’s room. Inside, they found a frantic voice 
coming from the radio. They approached it. 

Walther cranked up the volume knob. “High Command to units, we have a 
reported explosion from Bishop Dowell! The State Chancellor’s condition is 
critical! All RGA forces are to be put highest state of alert at once!” 

Isolde placed her palm over her agape mouth. “Od nezn, that can’t be good!” 

“Tt isn’t.” Walther eyed his wife. “We need to talk to Margaret.” 

KK 

Plumes of black smoke ascended into the skies above Arlington on the 
morning of March 21%. Fires broke out after fifty metric tons of explosives were 
detonated inside several Catholic schools and parishes. The vibrations generated 
by the detonations rocked the entire city and its surrounding areas. 

At Bishop Dowell, a large explosion erupted in a hallway where Harold’s 
classroom was. Alarms wailed. Hundreds of panicked, frightened students flooded 
the halls. Teachers and Civil Guard were hard-pressed to maintain order. Outside 
the school building, police cruisers and ambulance teams arrived at the parking lot. 

Meanwhile, from her bedroom, Margaret watched three police cruisers and 
an ambulance zoom past her home. The vehicles were traveling in the direction of 
Harold’s house. Her heart thumped faster and faster, her mind spiraling out of 
control. “What’s going on?!” she shouted at the top of her lungs. 
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She grabbed her iPhone from the nightstand and dialed Harold’s number. 
“Come on, come on, pick up, Harold!” 

But he didn’t answer. Her call went straight to his voicemail. “Hey, you call, 
but I’m not here, so if you leave your name and number, ll call back. Thanks.” 

Margaret hung up the phone and ran downstairs. She charged into her living 
room and turned the TV on. She took the remote and changed the channel to 
local news. The screen showed the fires and the plumes around Arlington. 

“No way...,” she muttered. “This...this can’t be happening!” 

Her phone rang. The caller ID showed her sister’s number. “Jen,” Margaret 
said, “Where are your” 

“Where am I?” she replied. “Where are your” 

“Still at home,” Margaret said. “I wasn’t feeling too well, so stayed home. 
What’s going on at Bishop Dowell? I can’t get a hold of Harold.” 

“Do you really want to know?” 

“Please, I have to see Harold. Is he with you?” 

“No, I think he’s dead, Margaret.” 

The news broke Margaret’s heart. She dropped her phone and stood in a 
dumbfounded silent. “Margaret, Margaret, you still there? We’re coming back to 
the house, don’t go anywhere!” Jennifer hung up. 

Margaret dropped to her knees and cried. “Why is this happening to me?” 
Her phone rang again. “Jen, is Harold alright?” 

“Godmother, where are you?” Walther asked. “ve been trying to call you!” 

“Sorry Sleipnir,” Margaret apologized, “But I was talking to my sister. Listen, 
something happened at...” 

“T know, I know,” Walther told her. “Is Wise Man alright?” 

“T’m not so sure,” she answered. “For all I know, he could be dead.” 

“Verdammt,” Walther yelled. 

“Sleipnir,” asked Margaret, “What’s going on?” 

“Don’t worry, Godmother,” Walther said. “Ill explain more once we meet in 
person.” He hung up. 

Margaret’s mind ran wild as paranoia consumed her. “Harold was right: the 
Lovers want to kill us all! Pve got to do something!” In a mad dash, she returned 
to her bedroom. 

Back in her room, Margaret opened the nightstand’s drawer. Her Soviet 
Makarov handgun was laid next to an empty spare magazine, a box of .380 ACP 
rounds, and a blessed brown scapular. Margaret grabbed the Makarov, the 
magazine, and the box of bullets. She opened the box and took several bullets and 
loaded them into the magazine. 

With the magazine loaded, she slammed it into her Makarov and pulled the 
slide back. Margaret twirled and rushed out of her bedroom. From a window in 
the upstairs hallway, she spotted Walther in the backyard. Her hand wrapped 
around the Makarov, Margaret hid it behind her back and went to her backyard. 
Along the way there, she made the sign of the cross and a quick prayer. 

In the backyard, Margaret approached Walther. “Hey, Walther,” she greeted. 
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“T assume you don’t know what’s going on?” 

“Sorry, but that won’t be necessary.” Margaret drew her Makarov. 

In a split-second, Walther pulled out his Colt. Both had their guns pointed at 
the other’s head. “What’s the meaning of this, Margaret?” 

“Harold was an idiot too nice for his own good.” Margaret and Walther 
walked in around the backyard in a circle, their guns still pointed at each other. 
“He should’ve known that the Lovers and the Remnants were going to betray us 
at some point.” 

Walther sighed. “Pfft,” he said, “As if we wanted to betray our only ally! 
Harold agreed to let us jumpstart the Rebirth because he trusted our word; he 
wanted to help us. His Catholic education gave him that idea.” 

“How did it convince him?” 

“That America’s Catholic schools were on the cusp of a modern-day retelling 
of the Parables of the Talents and the Prodigal Son.” 

“What do they have to do with this, huh?” 

“Harold and his sister loved those parables. So much, they became 
touchstones in their quest to make America’s Catholic schools great again.” 

“T beg to differ.” 

“All you have to do is look at what we had done for the past three years. 
More people want to attend a Catholic school now than in the past fifty years.” 

“No, yowre wrong; this story is about the rebirth of the Third Reich. The 
Gray Knights weren’t the only neo-Fascists and neo-Nazis on the block.” 

Someone cocked a handgun behind Margaret’s back. “Then tell us your 
version of the story,” a German girl’s voice demanded. 

Margaret saw Isolde standing behind her. Isolde’s Mauser C96 was pointed at 
her head. Tanja stood alongside Isolde, growling. “Where’d you come from?” 

“T just got back from Harold’s house,” she explained. “His parents are dead.” 

“What a shame,” Margaret sulked. 

“So tell us, Margaret, why are you choosing to betray us?” Walther asked. 

“Why shouldn’t I, Walther?” she replied. “Ever since we met, I never trusted 
you, your wife, or the Remnants. Three years, I feared that the Third Reich was 
coming back from the dead. Three years, my suspicions were confirmed.” 

Isolde rolled her eyes. She whipped Margaret’s head with her handgun. 

Margaret tilted her head away from Isolde’s strike. She shoved Isolde with the 
weight of her body and knocked her off her feet. Isolde almost landed on Tanja as 
the dog fled away from them on all fours. 

Walther reached for his Hitler Youth dagger and lunged toward Margaret. A 
brief struggle ensued between them, with Margaret gaining the upper hand. She 
grappled Walther and struck his ribcage. 

Coughing up blood, Walther dropped his gun and dagger. Margaret had 
brought him to his knees. Before Isolde could recover, she latched onto her 
husband like a human shield. She snarled at her, her gun pointing at Walther’s 
head. “Don’t make me pull the trigger!” 
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Isolde said nothing, her fingers on the trigger. Tanja stood her ground, ready 
to charge at any moment. 

“What’s the matter?” Margaret asked. “Can’t speak?” 

“Why are you doing this?” Isolde said. “I thought we were on the same side!” 

Without warning, Walther broke free from Margaret’s grasp. A struggle 
ensued between them as both wrestled over the Makarov. Walther wrapped his 
other hand on the Makarov’s slide, his upper torso bent over. 

Isolde now had a clear view of Margaret. She aimed at Margaret’s head and 
pulled the trigger. A muffled gunshot rang out. Blood poured from a small entry 
wound on Margaret’s forehead as she slumped to the ground, her vitals shutting 
down as she lost consciousness. Her body facing the ground, Margaret’s grip on 
the Makarov weakened. 

Walther pulled the gun away from her. He turned to his wife and held his 
thumb up. “Nice shot.” He smiled. 

She grinned. “It’s too early for me to be a widow.” 

The Lovers laughed. Walther kneeled next to Margaret’s body. He pressed his 
index and middle fingers on her neck, searching for her carotid artery. To his 
astonishment, Walther’s fingers felt a pulse. 

He turned to his wife. “What'd you shoot her with?” 

“Fired a tranquilizer dart.” Isolde approached them. “Renders victims to a 
comatose-like state.” She kicked Margaret’s body around with her foot to show 
Walther a red dot on her forehead. “That where I shot her.” Isolde pointed. 

Walther stretched his arms. “Margaret’s going to be alright?” 

She nodded. “Ja, she’ll regain consciousness.” 

“Then let’s bring her to Castle Blackstone without delay. High Command 
thinks Margaret assassinated Harold. And given the recent deaths of Harold’s 
parents, they even have a military tribunal prepared for her.” 

Isolde picked up Margaret’s body. She shuffled her weight around as she 
catried her. Walther escorted them back into the house. 

KK 
(Exght hours later) 

Margaret regained consciousness in a sterile holding cell at Castle Blackstone. 
She blacked out over an hour ago. The Lovers were still standing in front of her. 
Tied to a chair, she struggled to break free. Isolde slapped her cheek. “Don’t even 
bother trying.” 

His arms crossed, Walther sighed. “You’re going to tell us everything you 
know. We’re not letting you go until you tell us what we want.” 

“And if I don’t?” Margaret’s eyes squinted. 

“We'll let you go, per RGA High Command’s orders,” warned Isolde. “A 
death squad is waiting outside this room to kill you, should you refuse to help.” 

“Tt’s best that you cooperate with us,” Walther added. 

“Then what do you want from me?” Margaret asked them. 

Walther handed his wife an index card with a list of questions. “Margaret, 
were you aware that Harold was planning to contact Emperor Raynerson?” 
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She shook her head. “No, I don’t.” 

“So the idea of Harold planning to betray the Remnants and its allies is 
unfounded and thus illegitimate?” 

Margaret nodded. “Whatever evidence you may have on hand is false,” she 
replied. “There’s no way Harold would betray his life’s work like that.” 

Walther reached into his pockets and held up a photo of Julie Mays. “Okay, 
then how this: do you know this girl?” 

She nodded again. “Yeah, that’s Julie Mays. What about her?” 

“We now have evidence that she was behind the recent bombings in 
Arlington,” Isolde said. “Her associations to Ostara were overlooked by corrupt 
RGA officers, far longer than desired. Their actions led to today’s bombings.” 

“Plus, she wasn’t even at Bishop Dowell,” Walther added. “She went into 
hiding last night, and nobody knows where she ran off to, except us.” 

“Where'd she go, Walther?” 

“Margaret, Julie fled to the DMZ.” 

“Which part of the DMZ?” 

“The one in the Otherworld: Other-New-York. As we speak, she’s planning 
to start another terrorist attack to destroy our relations with the CSI there.” 

“And we’re the only ones who can stop her.” Isolde pounded her chest. 

“What do you want from me?” Margaret asked the Lovers. 

“Do you want to die?” Walther asked her. “Or do you want to live?” 

“T want...to live...” A tear rolled down Margaret’s eye. “...to avenge my 
parents...to see Harold again...” He eyed Walther. “Is he alright?” 

He nodded. “Ja, but his condition is still critical. As far as I know, he could 
spend the rest of his life in a coma.” 

“That’s terrible!” Margaret shuddered. 

“For now, we can’t afford to let his assailant escape justice,” Isolde said. 
“Margaret, Walther and I want to give you a second chance. Trust us: we’re not 
‘Not-Sees’. Overcome your bigotry, or we'll let you go and face a firing squad.” 

Margaret sighed. “Fine, Pll help.” 

“Wunderbar.” Walther turned to his wife. “Help me out.” 

She nodded. “Right behind you.” 

The Lovers untied Margaret’s wrists and ankles from the chair. Margaret 
stood up and wrapped her hands around her waist. “But please remember that 
America is a country where we all speak English, not German!” 

The Lovers chuckled. “Yes, of course,” they said in unison. 

“Thank God we’re all in agreement.” Margaret smiled. “Just do what I say or 
Pll report you two to the immigration authorities, got it?” 

“You want to die tonight? That’s free.” Isolde reminded her. “You want to 
sleep tonight, don’t report us, got it?” 

“Never mind,” Margaret murmured, turning her head away from the Lovers 
in fear. “Pll do what you and Walther say.” 

“Thank God we're all in agreement.” Walther laughed and patted Margaret’s 
shoulder. “We’re all Catholics in this; we share the same Church, the same Pope, 
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the same God. Let’s head outside and make Catholic Education great again.” 

“Sounds like a perfect excuse to live.” Isolde winked at her husband. 

“T know, ja?” Walther laughed. 

“Lead the way.” Margaret motioned at the door. 

The Lovers nodded. They escorted her to the door. Isolde opened it and 
guided Walther and Margaret into a small hallway. “Go, go,” Isolde said to them. 

Outside, ten jackbooted, coalscuttle-helmeted RGA soldiers greeted them 
with stern faces. All ten were girls, students of St. Eustace, dressed in their brown 
school uniforms. They cocked and loaded their StG44 assault rifles and MP40 
submachine guns. Red laser dots emerged like zits on Margaret’s pale forehead. 

“Ready to burn in Hell?” 

“Enjoy the trip!” 

The death squad leader chomped on a lit cigar. She exhaled smoke out of her 
nostrils, spat the cigar out on the concrete floor and put it out with her jackboot. 

The smoke got in Margaret’s face. Margaret hacked and coughed, her hand 
swatting the smoke away. 

Walther saluted the death squad leader. “Sergeant Maycomb, good news.” 

“Did you, like, say something, sir?” Good News asked. The News Sisters 
were also members of the death squad. 

“Nein, nein...” Walther pointed at Real News. “You, stop giving me the 
look.” He pointed at Fake News. “You, stop breaking into my penthouse.” 

“But, sir, is Richardson in or out?” Maycomb asked. 

“Richardson agreed to cooperate.” Walther grinned and turned to a 
dumbfounded Margaret. “She’s not the one we’re looking forward to kill.” He 
patted and rubbed her shoulder three times. “Turns out, she’s probably the biggest 
racist and xenophobe in the entire GACSS! More than Hitler, a man she wants 
Pope Francis to canonize as saint, I fear!” 

“Kamerad Walther, like, agrees with me 
joy, her MP40 dangling over her neck. 

The soldiers put their guns down. Maycomb asked Margaret. “Is that true?” 

Margaret shook her head. “I just want to live..., that’s all.” 


1? 


Fake News clasped her hands in 
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Chapter Twenty Two: Manhattan Manhunt 
(Godmother and Sleipnir; March 22"*-23", 2014) 


“Never bear hatred on the battlefield. A reconciled enemy is a defeated one.” 
-Sgt. Dorothy Maycomb, 2524 RGA Grenadier Battalion 


New-York,” the Otherworld’s New York. The streets, subways and 

skyscrapers of Other-New-York were almost devoid of human life. Only 
Other-New-York’s ‘Manhattan’ was free of physics-bending Anomaly Causing 
Phenomena. 

Thanks to Brotzmanskrieg, Other-New-York’s ‘Brooklyn’, ‘Queens’, and the 
‘Bronx’ came under the Underground’s control. Day and night, Underground 
troops, pickup trucks and halftracks patrolled the three boroughs. They used 
vatious detours to avoid the huge clusters of ACPs that cordoned off countless 
streets, sewers and buildings. 

Across the Otherworld’s Hudson, RGA and Remnants troops controlled 
Other-New-York’s ‘Staten Island’ and Other-New Jersey. Like the Underground, 
they had specific orders not to engage the enemy over the Other-Hudson. A brief 
moment of peace filled the area over the entire city. Dawn towered over Other- 
New-York, while dusk embraced the real New York with its black cloak. 

In Other-New-York’s parody of ‘Lower East Manhattan,’ Margaret and the 
Lovers wandered lifeless streets in Fackeltréger suits. A sign above their heads 
read: ‘Welcome to Little Italy’ in both English and Italian. Walther straightened the 
necktie around his Fackeltrager’s collar, his hand wrapped around a large briefcase. 

Treading on cobblestone streets, Italian pizzerias, shops, signs, and flags 
adorned the streets. A boulevard on their left led to nearby Chinatown. Fifties- 
style American automobiles like Studebakers, Pontiacs, and Plymouths were 
parked on the curbsides. Several rapid barrages of loud gunshots echoed from 
Central Park to the north. 

Margaret straddled an original StG44 assault rifle slung over her shoulder. An 
old Nazi eagle and swastika emblem was stamped onto the underside of the 
weapon’s receiver. Her Soviet-style Makarov was kept inside a shoulder holster, 
concealed under a leather overcoat. The coalscuttle helmet over her head had 
urban camo wrapped under wire mesh netting. 

Margaret’s left hand tightened its grip around an ACP detector. The detector 
pulsated with growing intensity, emitting a loud crackling noise. “Was that your 
detector just now?” Isolde asked her. 

“Yep, it sure is.” Her eyes gazed at the LCD screen on the detector. The 
screen showed Margaret several Anomaly Causing Phenomena sites not far from 
her current location. “It looks like Chinatown is full of ACPs.” 

Walther chuckled. “Thank God we’re not over there.” 

Bored, Margaret asked the Lovers, “Are you both sure Julie will be here?” 


{: the Real World, a similar Demilitarized Zone was established in “Other- 
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“No doubt about it,” Isolde replied. “The intelligence we received from 
Accardo’s Nightingales confirmed our suspicions last night.” 

“At least they know what they’re doing, unlike Halfrida,” Walther added. 

“Ganz genau,” Isolde agreed. 

To the south, the once imposing towers of the World Trade Center still stand 
erect in Other-New-York. Unlike the Real World, the Otherworld’s World Trade 
Center remained undamaged and unaffected. Margaret stopped and pointed at the 
towers. “Hey Lovers, I thought the twin towers were destroyed on 9/11.” 

The Lovers halted. “They were,” Walther said. 

“Why are they still standing?” 

“Otherworld and Real World are separate realities.” Walther turned around. 
“Neither shares the same time nor place.” 

Isolde added, “For instance, this street we’re on is not a part of Little Italy in 
the Real World. In the real New York, it’s actually a part of Chinatown.” 

Margaret’s eyes squinted. “What are you guys talking about?” 

“And never forget, the Otherworld isn’t affected by the Real World,” Walther 
replied. “Every city, forest, and other physical landmark here is a static fixture 
stuck in a weird fifties-meets-eighties phase. All of it can be manipulated by us.” 

He pointed at the abandoned car parked by the curbside. “See that car over 
there? You can use it if you want. Time is a meaningless concept; nothing truly 
decays. Even so, we still terraform and change the Otherworld to our liking.” 

“Pretty strange stuff if you ask me, Walther.” 

“But ‘different laws mean different physics’, Margaret. Once you realize that 
some aspect of scientific logic isn’t applied here, Otherworld will make sense.” 

“You sound so sute of yourself. How would you know?” 

“Tsolde and I spent decades living in places like Other-New-York. Just 
remember that we know more about the Otherworld than you do.” 

Margaret pouted her lips. “Can we, the Ryanites, change things?” 

“Naturlich,’ Isolde replied. “The Underground doesn’t care if the Otherworld 
changes. It’s up to us to turn it into something better.” 

“How, is that even possible?” 

“There ate Anomalies that we can use to terraform,” Walther mentioned. 

“T see.” Margaret sighed. “I guess Pll understand this better someday.” 

“Can we go now?” Isolde asked her husband. “I’m tired of this waiting.” 

Walther nodded. “Ja, we should.” 

The Lovers and Margaret approached an Italian deli. “Inside,” Walther 
pointed. Isolde and Margaret entered the building. 

Walther followed suit. They traveled to the kitchen and exited through the 
backdoor. In an alleyway, they discovered an emergency fire escape. The metal 
ladder and stairs went straight to the top. The ladder was low enough to be latched 
onto from atop a dumpster. “Tl climb first,” he told the girls. 

He scaled the dumpster. His other hand still wrapped around the briefcase, 
Walther grabbed onto the ladder and ascended to the platform above him. Once 
on the platform, he beckoned Margaret and his wife to do the same. 


216 


FAME AND HONOR 

As Margaret and Isolde took turns climbing, Walther traveled to the roof. On 
the roof, he rushed to a barrier overlooking the street in front of the deli. He 
settled the briefcase on the floor. He dropped to his knees and opened the case. 

Inside was a field-stripped H&K MSG90, a militarized model of the PSG-1 
semi-auto sniper rifle. Piece by piece, Walther assembled the rifle. He loaded the 
rifle with a clip of 7.62mm NATO rounds. 

Margaret and Isolde rejoined him, their StG44 assault rifles in hand. With the 
girls kneeled beside him, Walther laid down on the ground. The rifle rested on the 
barrier. He looked into the MSG90’s scope and pointed the rifle at a T-junction 
further down the street below. 

Over there, there was still no sign of Julie, let alone any trespassing 
Underground soldiers. “Clear,” Walther announced. 

Isolde covered the intersection on the other end of the street. “Clear on my 
end,” she said. “What about you, Margaret” 

Margaret scanned the rooftops of the buildings ahead and on everyone’s left, 
right and rear flanks. “Nope,” she told Isolde, “I got nothing. Are you Lovers 
positive that Julie Mays is going to be at this street?” 

“Tt’s just a matter of time, Margaret,” Walther insisted. “Be patient.” 

“Well, I would if the Otherworld had cellphone coverage,’ Margaret 
lamented. “What matters is that we’re doing this for the State Chancellor.” 

“That’s the kind of enthusiasm we need, Margaret.” Isolde stared down the 
iron sights of her StG44. “If you get bored, you can always pray the rosary, an 
intercessory prayer or a novena for once.” She pulled a rosary from the pocket of 
Margaret’s overcoat, her other hand wrapped around the rifle’s grip. 

2 KK 
(Three hours later) 

Several blocks ahead of the T-Junction, an armored limo rolled on the street 
from the north. It traveled at a slow speed. Two columns of Conspiracy terrorists 
jogged along the sidewalks of the street. The terrorists wielded Kar98k bolt-action 
carbines, MP40 submachine guns, and StG44 assault rifles. Bandoliers and ammo 
pouches adorned their Fackeltrager suits. They spoke to one another in German. 

In the backseat of the limo, Julie Mays spoke into a satellite phone. “The 
Catholic School International Embassy on Madison Avenue is now under our 
control.” She grinned. “As planned, Pm heading to the extraction point across 
from the twin towers. Have you alerted the Underground of this ‘violation’?” 

“Why yes, I have,” Ostara replied over the satphone. “This should be more 
than enough to garner the Great Powers’ attention.” 

“Assuming RGA and Underground troops here are now killing each other.” 

“Has the slaughter already begun in the DMZ, Julie?” 

“Not yet. Both sides have yet to get here, Matilde. The general commanding 
their garrison could be waiting for his superiors’ approval. Not sure what the RGA 
is doing, now that they’re in disarray.” Julie reached for her handbag from the 
empty seat beside her. She glided it to her side and pulled out a photo of Harold. 
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The photo depicted a portrait of him at a school function prior to his 
assassination. Julie fawned at the image of Harold. “Have we succeeded?” she 
asked Ostara. 

“Tt depends on how you would define it.” 

“RGA General Jonathan Sawyer, the head of their Volksarmee’s chief of 
staff, promised to bring GACSS under our control,” Julie mentioned. “I wanted to 
know if he succeeded in the March 21* Plot.” 

A long pause followed. “Matilde, are you still there? Hello?” 

Ostara returned to the phone. “TI just received word that General Sawyer 
failed. His general staff has been detained for questioning and the Volksarmee are 
now under the Adelburgers’ command.” 

Julie clenched her teeth. “Are you kidding me?” 

“This isn’t a joke. It seems we underestimated the people on Harold’s side.” 

“What about him? Is he dead?” 

“Pm afraid not. The State Chancellor didn’t die.” 

The limo and the terrorist escorts proceeded down the T-junction. The road 
ahead of the limo was blocked off with piles of debris, barbed wire, and hedgehog 
traps. The limo’s chauffeur was forced to turn left. 

From the rooftop of the deli, the limo appeared before Margaret and the 
Lovers. The terrorists had yet to spot them. Walther warned the girls, “Mach schnell, 
activate your Invisibility Anomalies!” 

Isolde and Margaret nodded. They patted their chests with clenched fists, 
their bodies disappearing from view. Walther did the same, his body also 
disappearing. Invisible to the enemy, they waited for the right moment to ambush 
them. The limo’s escorts crossed the street and caught up to it from behind. 

The Fackeltrager-clad conspirators confused Margaret. She loosened her 
finger’s grip on the trigger. “Ryanites, those are RGA troops.” 

“Are you sure they’re one of ours?” Isolde questioned Margaret. 

“Who else wears Fackeltrager suits?” 

Walther stared into the MSG90’s scope. He turned the knob on the scope to 
get a better view. “Looks can be deceiving, Margaret. RGA troops aren’t supposed 
to be in Other-New-York’s Manhattan. To do so would violate the treaty that 
established the DMZ.” 

“T understand.” Margaret cocked the StG44 and put her finger on the trigger. 

“Hold your fire. Wait until I give the order, alles klar” 

“You got it.” 

Isolde aimed down the iron sights. “How many do you see, Walther?” 

“...Ten, eleven, twelve...sixteen Terroristen.’ Walther swung the tifle’s 
crosshairs on the chauffeur. “That’s not counting Julie Mays and the chauffeur.” 

As the limo turned left, Walther aimed at the chauffeur’s head and pulled the 
trigger. A 7.62mm round zoomed out of the chamber and pierced the limo’s 
windshield. The bullet penetrated the glass and entered the chauffeur’s cranium. It 
traveled through his brain at a high velocity, exiting from the back of his skull. 
Past the headrest, the bullet ricocheted and landed several inches from Julie’s feet. 
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The dead chauffeur’s foot remained planted on the accelerator, his hands 
turning the steering wheel hard right. The vehicle swerved rightward, running over 
and crushing two terrorists beneath its sheer weight as it crashed into the deli. 
Margaret and the Lovers rematerialized and opened fire on the survivors. No one 
had time to check if Julie Mays survived the crash or not. 

Exposed to their fire, the terrorists fired back. “Vonvdrts, kein Gnade\” They 
hurled a series of taunts and insults in German. 

Bullets whizzed past Margaret, forcing her to duck under the barrier. A stray 
round flew over her head. She reemerged and sprayed a dozen bullets at them. 
None of her shots hit anyone. 

Walther’s thumb adjusted the firing rate to full-auto. Disciplined and 
calculated, he burst-fired a trio of rounds at the terrorists. Four times, he downed 
one. His MSG90 empty, he dove behind the barrier and reloaded it while prone. 

The remaining ten zigzagged along the street. They watched each othet’s 
backs, taking turns shooting as they skipped along the sidewalk. 

A few rounds fired by Isolde struck one terrorist as he entered a small mom 
and pop convenience store, opposite of the deli. As he lay dying, another tried to 
drag his body. Isolde emptied her StG44 on them, killing both. 

From inside, the other terrorists garrisoned the windows and doorway. They 
exchanged gunfire with the three on the roof. A firefight ensued, with neither side 
gaining the upper hand over the other. 

Walther yelled over the gunfire. “Flush them out, Isolde!” 

Isolde, her body crouched behind the barrier, nodded. Her StG44, unlike 
Margaret’s, had a Schie(Sbecher, a grenade launcher clamped to its gun barrel. Her 
rifle emptied, she tossed the mag aside. She inserted a phallic-shaped antipersonnel 
grenade at the tip of the launcher like a men’s condom, 

She opened the side-mounted rear sights on the left side of her SchiefSbecher. In 
an erect posture, Isolde guided the launcher’s trajectory with the sights and pulled 
the trigger. The rifle grenade flew towards the terrorists. Glass shattered. Shards of 
shrapnel spread. Several died upon impact. Isolde crouched behind the barrier. 

Two terrorists remained. They appeared from behind a destroyed window. 
Before Isolde or Margaret could finish them, Walther sent a bullet to each of their 
heads. “Good as dead.” He grinned. 

Downstairs, Julie walked out of the deli unscathed. She sprinted east, away 
from the building. Isolde spotted her. She pointed, “There’s Julie!’ She pointed. 

“Hurry,” Margaret shouted, “Go for her legs!” 

Walther held his breath as he moved the crosshairs of the rifle at Julie’s 
thighs. A gunshot reverberated. “Got her, she’s not going anywhere.” 

2 KK 

Julie Mays shrieked in pain as the bullet struck her right femur. Her teeth 
clenched, she fell on the asphalt road and rolled her body back and forth. She 
wrapped hand on the exposed wound to stop the bleeding. As Margaret and the 
Lovers advanced toward her, Julie’s other hand reached for a Browning Hi-Power 
holstered on her left hip. 
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Pointing it at Margaret, Julie pulled the trigger. No bullet was fired. She 
clicked away several times before Walther kicked the gun away from her hand with 
his foot. “You should’ve loaded it when you still had the chance,” he told her. 

“Well, I guess my luck’s run out.” As she lay dying, Julie laughed. 

Walther pointed his Colt 1911 at Julie’s head. “Got any last words I send you 
to your maker?” 

Before Julie could reply, Margaret pleaded, “Don’t.” She pulled Walthet’s 
Colt away from Julie. “There’s something I don’t understand about her.” 

“Why should we?” Walther pointed at Julie. “This girl was complicit in the 
March 21s Plot. She collaborated with Ostara and rogue elements in the RGA to 
usurp GACSS from the Ryanites and the bishops.” He tilted his head and faced 
Margaret. “And now you want to spare her life?” 

“No, you don’t get it! We can uncover her motives!” 

Isolde held up her hands, her rifle slung over her neck. “She has a point.” 

“What's wrong, Margaret?” Julie asked. “Are you afraid to watch me die?” 

“Shut up,” Margaret scolded. “No one gave you permission to speak.” 

Walther sighed as he squatted. “Tell us, why’d you try to kill the State 
Chancellor? What'd he do to deserve an assassination?” 

“Evil had to be stopped.” Julie groaned. “I was convinced that the Greater 
American Catholic School System is the Fourth Reich; the State Chancellor, its 
esteemed Fuhrer.” 

“And that’s why you supported Ostara, Julie?” Margaret crossed her arms, 
her eyes squinted. “I don’t buy it.” 

Julie nodded. “Fine, I was sympathetic to Ostara’s cause,” she confessed. 
“She had the right idea: terrorism against GACSS and the Ryanites is justified.” 

“But why? What did we do?” 

“You Ryanites embarked on a quest to make Catholic Education great again.” 
Julie began coughing blood. “You w-wanted to take Catholic America and the 
USCCB back in time...when American Catholic Education was ‘great’...” 

Isolde cocked her head to the side. “When was this, the sixties?” 

“No, the mid-19 century, the days of St. John Neumann,” Margaret 
elaborated. “Millions of European Catholics flocked to the intolerant shores of a 
Protestant United States. They worked long hours for little pay.” 

She continued, “But that wasn’t the worst part. Some Americans, like the 
Know-Nothings, indulged in conspiracy theories. How the Holy Father plotted to 
destroy America from within through these useful idiots.” 

“Except it was all BS,” Julie howled. “None of those Catholics formed radical 
paramilitaries or blew themselves up in Protestant churches. Margaret, tell them 
what motivated St. John Neumann.” 

Margaret nodded. “Conspiracy theories escalated to calls for violence. In May 
1844, Philadelphia engulfed in a riot that lasted days. Homes raided and destroyed. 
Parishes torched. Gun-toting mobs engaged Catholic militias in street battles.” 

“What caused this riot?” Walther asked. 
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“Apart from anti-Catholic Nativism, rumors of Catholic parents pulling their 
children from pro-Protestant public schools. It took a man like St. John Neumann 
to spearhead the tise of a parochial school system, one whose ashes GACSS 
ascended from during the Rebirth.” 

Julie laughed. “Now history repeats under a new pretext and bogeyman.” She 
pointed at the Lovers. “Ryanites and Remnants are the Catholic immigrants; the 
Underground, the Dwellers and the most of America the nativist dogs.” 

She continued, “The Rebirth and the Incident shook the USCCB and all of 
Catholic America to its core. Frightened bishops now pour their entire ministries 
into securing Catholic Identity and pastoral calls to send Catholic youth to 
GACSS. Anti-Catholic dissent exterminated and an ill-defined golden age the 
guidebook to a better tomorrow.” 

Margaret yawned. “Sounds like a book on the rise of Nazi Germany and the 
War that followed, but with different players, ideologies, and motives.” 

“That’s because it 2s,” Julie told her. 

“Nein,” Isolde growled, “That sounds a little far-fetched.” Isolde released the 
safety on her Mauser C96 and pointed it at Julie’s head. “Your life expectancy got 
reduced to just a few seconds.” 

“Let her continue!” Margaret begged. 

Isolde sighed. She refused to holster her weapon. “Julie, I too want to ask 
you questions.” 

“Make it quick.” Julie’s hand pressed down on her wounds. The pool of 
blood on the asphalt beneath her thighs grew larger. 

“Did you and Ostara brainwash Harold?” 

“The hell kind of question is that?” Julie lied. “We only framed Harold to get 
you three to kill each other. Sadly, it appears that never happened.” 

“We didn’t because we realized how stupid it was,” Walther told her. 

Isolde continued, “Does Ostara have a device capable of telepathy?” 

“Yes, she does: it’s called the ‘Mind-to-Mind Chat Relay.” 

Walther conjured the image of a confused, scared and disoriented Harold 
falling down a hallway at his penthouse in Sektor Ost. Images of Americans, 
Dwellers, and others comparing Remnants and Ryanites to the Nazis followed. 

Rage consumed Isolde. “You should’ve known she was scum, Margaret!” She 
eyed her. “How dare you let your guard down after what just happened!” 

“Don’t blame her.” Julie grinned “Not all evil grows out of a smoking gun. It 
sometimes preaches love, peace, and justice to dupe the ignorant. Most recognize 
and know how to stop the former; not so much with the latter.” 

“What ate you trying to say?” Margaret asked. 

“You don’t always have to destroy one truth with a thousand lies. You can 
also control consent, distort how people perceive the world.” 

Isolde turned to Margaret. “Do you realize what she’s saying?” 

“T don’t. Do your” 
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“Think of the Underground. They don’t want to massacre their Catholic 
peers in the RGA on distant battlefields. But give them a pretext, like accusing 
Ryanites as Nazis, they'll be glad to turn GACSS into a meat grinder.” 

“Like how Harold and I thought you and Walther were Nazis?” 

“Ganz genau,” Walther agreed. He stood up. “Never jump to conclusions; it 
always pays to listen to both sides. It doesn’t matter if you’re avenging murdered 
parents or making Catholic Education great again.” 

Isolde added, “You can turn down the talents of sincere people because of 
their past like the Prodigal Son’s judgmental brother. Or you can forgive them and 
let them serve the Common Good.” 

“Ostara fooled us once, shame on her.” Walther cocked his Colt. “She fools 
us twice, shame on us.” 

The Lovers smiled. Together, Walther and Isolde fired their handguns at Julie 
until their magazines ran dry. Margaret covered her ears and look away. 

Julie’s satphone started to ring. Walther picked it up. “Julie,” Ostara asked, 
“How you reached the extraction point?” 

“Ts that you, Matilde?” Walther replied. “Sorry to tell you this, but P’m afraid 
that Julie Mays is history.” 

“Damn you, Walther,” Ostara growled. “I guess that won’t matter once all 
the hostages at the Embassy are killed. Soon, the RGA and the Underground will 
turn the DMZ into a bloodbath. And you and Isolde, along with Margaret, will be 
buried in their hatred!” She hung up. 

“Embassy,” Margaret shuddered, “She doesn’t mean...” 

The Lovers nodded. “Looks like those gunshots from the CSI Embassy 
weren’t a coincidence,” Walther commented. “Come on, we’re moving out!” 
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Chapter Twenty Three: International Incident 
(Sleipnir and Godmother; March 22"*-23", 2014) 


“Terrorism is flourishing, affects, like, millions each year.’” 
-Fake News, St. Eustace Student 


trom Other-Manhattan’s Central Park, had come under Conspiracy control. 
Conspirators, posing as RGA soldiers, commandeered the building and took 

everyone inside hostage. Atop the roof of the building, the terrorist ringleader 
radioed the commander of the Underground’s Otherworld DMZ. 

From Central Park, Margaret spotted the ringleader with her binoculars. The 
Lovers crouched next to her. “I got a good view from here,” she told the Lovers. 

“You don’t need to tell us, Margaret,’ Walther said as he attached a tiny 
recotding device onto his Colt 1911. The device was connected to a pair of 
headphone that he wore. With the gun unloaded, he pointed at the terrorist leader 
and held the trigger down. 

The device intercepted the terrorist’s intermission, allowing Walther to 
eavesdrop on his conversation. “Herzliche Griifen, Underground General Morris,” 
the ringleader greeted over the radio. 

“Who the hell am I speaking to?” a male voice on the other end demanded. 

“The RGA is proud to announce that the CSI Embassy in the Other-New 
York is now under Ryanite control,” the ringleader proclaimed. “Three hundred 
Embassy workers and staff have been taken hostage.” 

“Like I said,’ Morris uttered, “Who am I speaking to?” 

“Names are not necessary,” the ringleader replied. “State Chancellor 
Brotzman is incapacitated, RGA High Command temporarily midnight-an officer 
purge is now underway. This is the perfect time for renegotiations.” 

“What do the Ryanites want?” 

The ringleader chuckled. “This DMZ agreement for unaligned control of 
New York and northern New Jersey, both Real World and Otherworld, is 
ridiculous. A renegotiation of the agreement from October 2012 is needed.” 

“And your terms for renegotiation are...?” 

“The liberation of ten Remnants citizens in Underground custody,” the 
ringleader compelled. “I want all of them to be delivered to the Embassy building 
here by midnight. If I receive confirmation from Underground Emperor Bernard 
Raynerson, my men will free the hostages.” 

“The Underground has no interest in making concessions with terrorists.” 

“Then you give us no choice.” The ringleader blew a whistle. 

Two conspirators entered the roof with a secretary in a two-piece suit. Her 
mouth sealed with duct tape, limbs gagged with rope, she struggled to break free. 
The terrorists walked past their ringleader and stopped behind a steel ledge 
overlooking a wide, open street. The secretary gasped in shock over the distance 
to the ground. 


t: Catholic School International Embassy, a ten-story building located across 
fi 
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The ringleader held one thumb down to his cronies. Encouraged, the 
terrorists tossed the secretary over the ledge. Gravity brought the secretary to her 
death. The secretary’s body slammed the ground, bones crushed, organs ruptured. 

The ringleader laughed at the secretary’s corpse. “Every hour the 
Underground does not accept our demands, one hostage dies. Do what we say, 
and we will free the rest. Their lives are in your hands, General Morris.”” He and 
his cronies walked away from the roof. 

Back at the Park, Margaret scorned, “The Conspiracy will pay for this.” 

“And they will,’ Walther assured her. He eyed Isolde. “Have you established 
contact with the RGA yet?” 

Her hand wrapped around a two-way radio handset, Isolde replied, “Working 
on it.” She heard a male voice on the other end. “Hello, this is RGA Garrison 
‘Other-DMZ’. Please describe the situation.” 

“The Conspiracy has seized the CSI Embassy,” Isolde spoke into the radio. 
“This is not a drill, this is for real! Send RGA troops here!” 

In less than an hour, a detachment of RGA Huey helicopters soared over the 
skies of Other-Manhattan. Ryanite soldiers tappelled from the choppers, 
descending onto various rooftops near the Embassy. They flooded the stairways 
inside the adjacent buildings and took positions overlooking the Embassy. 

On the ground, Margaret and the Lovers spotted Toyota pickup trucks and 
Hanomag halftracks in the streets. Convoys of long-barreled Maurice Hs— 
miniature Panzer IV/Gs—and Opel Blitz trucks followed. The trucks and Maurices 
cordoned off all the streets leading to the Embassy. 

“Who is in command of these soldiers?” Margaret asked the Lovers. 

“Walther,” Isolde answered. “Since we can’t get in touch with RGA High 
Command, the responsibility of this operation falls under my husband.” 

“T won’t let any more people die,” promised Walther. “You should trust me 
on that, Margaret.” 

“Um, how sure are your” Margaret doubted. 

Walther said nothing. He ran to the northern side of the park. Isolde and 
Margaret followed suit. They advanced toward a stone barrier and kneeled behind 
it. Margaret swapped magazines on her assault rifle. Isolde observed the 
Embassy’s windows with Margaret’s binoculars. Walther tuned the radio to 
contact the Ryanite soldiers. 

The street ahead of them was littered with trucks and halftracks. Behind the 
vehicles, stern-faced RGA soldiers pointed their guns at the Embassy’s front 
entrance. Tensions flared as the terrorists occupied the windows above the 
entrance, their guns drawn. Violence between both sides was ready to ignite. 

“Soldiers of the RGA Garrison in Other-New-York,” Walther announced 
over the radio. “Make no mistake; we are not violating the neutrality agreement at 
the DMZ. Disregard the Underground’s adamant calls for us to abandon out 
positions. Remain at your position, that’s an order!” 

Nobody objected to Walther. Everyone stayed, even as Underground troops 
crossed the bridges of Other-Manhattan in full force. Within minutes, a rapid- 
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response brigade of Underground troops, trucks and Marcella V/8 MAFVs 
encircled the Ryanites, Margaret, the Lovers, the terrorists, and the remaining 
hostages. 

The two-way radio crackled with sounds of RGA and Underground soldiers 
engaging each other in hate-filled shouting matches. Both sides tried to out-shout 
the other to no end. 

“The fame and honor of rescuing these hostages belong to us, you 
homeschooling Underground vultures,” a Ryanite soldier yelled. 

“Don’t tell us what to do, you fascist dog,” an Underground shouted. “Those 
hostages will be freed on out terms.” 

Margaret sighed as she rested her back against the stone barrier. “Is this 
where the world’s coming to?” she lamented. “Why can’t all get along for once?” 

“Some things never change,’ explained Isolde. “This terrorism is an 
epidemic, a cancer that didn’t die after the Third Reich collapsed.” 

“What ate you talking about, Isolde?” Margaret wondered. 

“Never mind,” Isolde replied, “Just forget I said anything.” 

Two loud gunshots rang out from inside the Embassy. The Ryanites and the 
Underground feared the worst for the hostages. “Did you hear that?” Walther 
asked Isolde and Margaret. 

Margaret and Isolde nodded. “What’s the plan, Walther?” Margaret 
complained. “Are we just going to sit here and wait?” 

“Calm down,” said Walther, “I’m going to contact the terrorist leader. This 
will take a few minutes.” He switched the Conspiracy’s frequency on the radio. 

KK 
(Several minutes later) 

The hostages were held in a large cafeteria on the third floor. Blindfolded, 
and tied with study rope, a squad of Balaclava-clad terrorists presided over them. 
Each conspirator carried M14 semi-auto rifles, G3 assault rifles, and Steyr AUG 
bullpup assault rifles. They conversed with each other in fluent German. 

Meanwhile, the hostages whimpered in silent prayer. The hands on the clock 
above the cafeteria’s double doors tick-tocked as escalations increased. A buxom 
blonde woman seated at a cafeteria table broke down in tears. “Why is this 
happening?” she cried in a British accent. “Where did they take my husband...?” 

A terrorist jumped onto her table and fired several rounds at the ceiling. 
“Shut up,” he growled, “Or Pll pump you full of bullets!” 

The ringleader entered the cafeteria with his two subordinates. The terrorists 
guarding the hostages saluted the ringleader. The ringleader saluted in response. 

“How are they doing?” the ringleader asked. 

“They won’t shut up,” the one standing on the table replied. “It’s a boring 
affair in here. Have you killed two more hostages?” 

“Jawohl,” confirmed the ringleader. “I never fall back on my promises.” 
Walther’s voice crackled from his radio. He reached for the radio from his satchel. 
“Herr Schaffer, long time no see, is that your” 

“T should have known it was you, Dachshund,” Walther said. 
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“Have you dispatched Julie Mays for me?” asked Dachshund. “I was going to 
kill her, once she bombed the State Chancellor, but Ostara refused to let me.” 

Walther flabbergasted. “What’s gotten into you? I thought we were on the 
same side, the Ryanites and the Remnants?” 

Dachshund strolled and circled around the cafeteria tables. “Loyalties change 
with time, Herr Schaffer. The Otherworld is a different place now than it was 
during the Rosy War.” His tone changed from condescending to sentimental. 
“Remember the days when Neadeutschland controlled the entire Otherworld—the 
‘Jenseitswel?? You temember, don’t your” 

“Naturlich,’ Walther replied, “And like the rest of our country, we fought a 
losing war against the Underground and others. While our new Vaterland differs 
from the old one, at least we vowed to never repeat history. I am still loyal to von 
Baumgartner, the Catholic Democratic Party, and Neuberlin.” 

“Hi, and that’s where things went wrong,” Dachshund reminded him. “The 
Conspiracy was formed because Neudeutschland banned our National Socialist 
Party. That was part of the Peace Treaty that ended the Rosy War.” 

“No it wasn’t,” Walther insisted. “Few people supported the NSP after 1997, 
when they declared war on the Underground and the others. The Party’s banning 
in 2005 was agreed upon by everyone at the peace conference, including us.” 

“Then why did we choose to support the Ryanites?”? questioned Dachshund. 
“Why did we choose to abandon Hitler’s legacy?” 

“Most of us wanted to change,” explained Walther. “We were fed up with 
continuing the old ways. And unlike the other Great Powers, the Ryanites 
understood us for we are...” 

“Verdammt, 1 didn’t ask for a lecture,’ yelled Dachshund, interrupting 
Walther. “Tell me, why do people like Harold and Halfrida Brotzman want to tear 
up the Peace Treaty? Are sympathetic to the old ways?” 

“Nem, they’re not,” said Walther. “Most people don’t realize that the Peace 
Treaty was a one-sided agreement that favored the Underground. The Raynersons 
and their aristocracy benefited from the reparations they imposed on the Ryanites. 
They supported the real Remnants who spoke out for them, not you and Ostara. 
Most of us moved on after the Rosy War, but people like you never change.” 

“And we won’t, because we chose to fulfill our duty,” the ringleader asserted. 
“You and I are in a powder keg, Herr Schaffer. The Underground won’t tolerate 
the killings, so long as our demands aren’t met. With each passing minute, they'll 
grow restless and begin opening fire on the Ryanites outside this Embassy.” 

Dachshund grinned in delight. “It’s up to you whether everyone here lives or 
dies. Since the Underground won’t listen to me, perhaps you'll have an easier time 
negotiating with Morris on my behalf.” 

“T don’t think ‘negotiate’ is in General Morris’s vocabulary,” Walther said. 

Dachshund set the radio handset on the table where the buxom blonde was. 
He pulled out his revolver and loaded five bullets into a six-round cylinder. Three 
times, he spun the cylinder counterclockwise. 
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The ringleader poked his revolver at the buxom blonde’s head. “Tell your 
dead husband that I sent my regards.” Dachshund pulled the trigger. 

“Please..., stop, I don’t...” she pleaded. The woman screamed in terror, yet 
no bullet was fired. The cylinder had landed in an empty chamber. The woman 
sighed in relief. “Thank God, I thought you were going to kill me.” 

“T will, but you got lucky,” Dachshund warned. He picked up the radio. 

“Did you kill another hostage?” Walther’s voice blared through the radio. 

The ringleader replied, “Nein, Herr Schaffer. Tell me, what do you think will 
happen to all of these hostages? This woman here will be my next victim, if you 
don’t hurry within the next fifty minutes.” 

Walther played along. “Fez, I will contact the Underground on your behalf.” 

“Danke schon,” said Dachshund. 

“What do you want me to tell him?” 

“Underground must accept our demands to release ten Remnants citizens 
under their custody. You will grant us and the ten citizens separate passages away 
from Other-New-York. In exchange, we'll release the remaining hostages and take 
the blame for seizing the CSI Embassy.” Dachshund tilted his head at the clock. 
“Oh, and make it quick, will your” 

“Okay then,” Walther said, “Sleipnir out.” 

The ringleader stood on top of the table and fired all five rounds at the 
ceiling. “Listen carefully,” he shouted, “I promise to free all of you once my 
demands are met by midnight. If they aren’t met, my men will execute all two 
hundred ninety seven of you!” 

KK 

Walther ducked under the stone barrier. He radioed Underground General 
Morris. “General Quinton Morris, this is RGA General Walther Schaffer,’ he 
announced. “I wish to speak with you about the ongoing hostage crisis.” 

“Affirmative, General Schaffer,” General Morris agreed over the radio. “My 
reports indicate that RGA troops are holed up at the CSI Embassy.” 

“That’s incorrect: those aren’t RGA soldiers.” 

“Then who ate they?” 

“They’re terrorists in league with Ostara’s Conspiracy.” 

“Do you have proof, General Schaffer?” 

“The leader of this hostage crisis is a Remnants intelligence officer, callsign 
‘Dachshund’. As a former superior of his, I can confirm that he has gone rogue.” 

“Not sure if ’m willing to buy that.” 

“Believe whatever you want, but it’s the truth.” 

“Ts there a reason why you’re contacting me?” 

“Withdrawal your men from Other-Manhattan and agree to the terrorists’ 
demands. Anything less will put everyone, not just the hostages, in danger.” 

“There’s no way in hell the Underground will negotiate with terrorists.” 

“You have no choice; either we all live or we all die.” Walther held the radio 
close to his left with his other hand. “It’s up to us whether we want this story to 
have a happy ending or not.” 
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“But these ten citizens were detained for a reason, General Schaffer. Are you 
expecting Emperor Raynerson to give in like that?” 

“Perhaps an intervention from God can solve our problems. No matter what 
you say, General Morris, we’re running out of time.” Walther looked at a pocket 
watch. The little hand hanged over the five o’clock position. 

A brief silence ensued between the two officers. The pocket watch’s little 
hand was at six o’clock. Above Other-New-York’s abandoned skyscrapers, the 
Otherworld’s sun rose as midnight approached the real New York. 

General Mortis sighed. “Pve always had to make tough decisions, but none 
were as demanding as this. General Schaffer, ’m redirecting our transmission to 
Bernard Raynerson at his Imperial Boston Palace in Other-Boston.” 

“Patch him in,” Walther said to him. 

Static screeched as contact was being established. “Hello,” the voice of 
Bernard Raynerson blared, “Who is this?” 

“Emperor Raynerson, this is General Walther Tristan Schaffer of the RGA,” 
Walther announced. “I am contacting you from the DMZ in New York.” 

He pondered, “The one in the Real World or the Otherworld?” 

“The one in the Otherworld,’ Walther added. “Your Greatness, I am 
speaking to you because you might be able to resolve the situation here.” 

“What's going on over there?” 

“Terrorists have seized the CSI Embassy in Other-New-York. Three 
hundred people are in their custody and they have already killed three. They may 
plan to kill the remaining hostages if their demands are not met by midnight.” 
Walther glanced at his pocket watch. “Right now, it’s 11:35.” 

“May I ask what their demands are?” 

“Underground will release ten Remnants citizens from captivity and safe 
passage for both the terrorists and the citizens. In exchange, the ringleader will 
release the hostages and take credit for this egregious act.” 

“And what happens if those demands are not met?” 

“The blood of almost a thousand innocents will be on your hands, Your 
Greatness,” Walther warned. “Not just the hostages; everyone who is here suffers 
as well. I ask you give in to their demands, just as General Morris has.” 

“General Schaffer,’ said Emperor Raynerson, “Why do the terrorists want 
those ten Remnants citizens released from my prisons?” 

“T can’t answer that until you can tell me who those ten are.” 

“These civilians were touring Other-Philadelphia and other Anomaly clusters 
around Eden, three years ago. Underground forces in Other-Philadelphia detained 
them on grounds of espionage. You’re saying these allegations are false?” 

“Where is your evidence then?” 

“Trouble is we haven’t found any.” 

“No evidence? What about a fair trial?” 

“There was no need. Prime Minister von Baumgartner offered similar 
demands before in the past and he was never able to convince me.” 
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“Today, we cannot afford to keep this under wraps. As I speak, the CSI will 
point their finger at the Underground if nothing is done by midnight. RGA or no 
RGA, the Underground will be subjected to sanctions and embargoes in 
retaliation. I suggest you cooperate with the terrorists.” 

“Tf you insist,’ Emperor Raynerson sighed, “I shall.” 

Margaret, her back still against the stone barrier, whispered to Isolde. “You 
think Emperor Raynerson will cave in like that?” 

“Naturlich,” Isolde retorted. “I’m certain His Greatness will.” 

“You're pretty optimistic,” commented Margaret. 

“Do we even have a choice anymore?” 

Walther eyes’ remained fixed on the time. The big hand on the watch reached 
the eleven o’clock position. Emperor Raynerson returned to converse with him. 
“General Schaffer, are you still there? Please respond, over.” 

He held his breath and made the sign of the cross. “This is General Schaffer 
speaking. What’s the situation with Dachshund, over?” 

“T have agreed to Dachshund’s demands, against the wishes of my 
subordinates and my better judgement.” 

“Thank God.” Walther cracked a smile. 

Margaret and Isolde gazed at him. “What happened?” Isolde asked. 

“Look, over there.” Margaret pointed at the Embassy’s entrance. 

At the entrance, the remaining hostages walked out of the building. Their 
hands in the air, the unharmed office workers greeted the Ryanite soldiers with 
open arms. Everyone put their guns down as hostilities ceased. 

An unmarked chinook helicopter landed on the roof of the building. 
Dachshund and the other terrorists rushed into the chopper. The chinook flew 
away once the last one was inside. 

‘Will the terrorists be extradited to Neudeutschlana?” Margaret grinned. 

Walther shook his head. “Nev, it just means the hostage situation is over.” 

“But did you do the right thing, Walther?” 

“T think he did, Margaret,” Isolde said. “It’s a may have been a tough choice, 
but Walther saved hundreds by letting them go.” 

“As for the tourists,’ Walther added, “We’ll send them home at Harold’s 
expense. It’s like he’ll know if he’s in a coma.” 

“T guess,” Margaret muttered under her throat. 

“But still,” Isolde told Walther, “Something feels off about this attack. Was 
she trying to make the Ryanites look bad or was she trying to free the tourists?” 

Who knows what goes on in the mind of that girl,” Walther said. 
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Chapter Twenty Four: The Brotzman Legacy 
(Wise Man and Godmother; Mar. 28-Apr. 7", 2014) 


“And you will know the truth, and the truth will set you free.” 
-John 8:32, NABRE 


and death. It was laid on a clean bed inside a hospital room, disfigured beyond 

all recognition. Stuck in a comatose state, both day and night, Harold was 
oblivious to frequent visits from family, friends and associates. Slowly opening his 
eyes, Harold’s eyes saw a human-like figure standing at the bedside. 

“Is...someone there?” His vision blurry, Harold struggled to identify the 
person in front of him. 

It was his sister, Halfrida, dressed in a female Bishop Dowell uniform. “How 
are you feeling?” she asked. 

“All screwed up and nowhere to turn to for help,” Harold chuckled. “I’m 
glad to see you again.” 

Halfrida walked over to a table. She picked up a tray and brought him his 
meal. From the metal tray, she grabbed an apple and chomped on a side of it. 
“What, you don’t have much of an appetite?” 

“Sorry, ’'m not very hungry,” he admitted. “Anyhow, where are wer” 

“A better question would be ‘where are you,”’ Halfrida retorted. “As far as I 
can tell, you’re in a hospital, not far from Bishop Dowell. To be honest with you, 
we're not literally standing inside the hospital room.” 

Harold scratched his head. “Huh,” he said in confusion, “What are you 
talking about?” 

“Pm communicating with your mind via a special mind-to-mind chat 
interface,” his sister explained. “I’m running a device that allows me to stimulate 
the audio-visual cortex of your brain. The program runs like Skype, except with 
telepathic features.” Her eyes darted around the room. “This hospital room we’re 
in right now is a facade; it’s a projection of the real one according to your 
petceptions and expectations.” 

“So what am I doing right now?” 

“Youre in a coma, at that same hospital I told you about.” 

“And where are you contacting me from?” 

“In the Dweller World,” she answered. “To be more precise, ’m in Mothers 
Den.” Halftrida gave her brother the apple. Harold bit the other half and tossed it 
in a trash can next to the bathroom door. 

“Your mind seems mote troubled than usual, Harold,” Halfrida noted. “It’s 
confused, quavering with senility, yearning for a better understanding of life.” 

“Tell me about it,” he told her. “ll be honest: something is bothering me. I 
don’t know who to approach for advice on this problem, because it’s tied to who 
out family is. Nobody knows us better than ourselves, you know?” 

“What wrong with our family?” 


a his hospitalization, Harold’s body danced on a thin line between life 
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“The feeling that everything we’ve been doing up to this point was done at 
someone’s benefit.” Harold sighed. “Did we really have the interests of the 
GACSS at heart? Is somebody in the family doing this just to watch the Ryanites 
suffer in agony?” 

“Like who?” Halfrida implored. “Give me an example.” 

“Horst Brotzman,’ Harold mentioned. “That 44$ Colonel and former 
headmaster of NPEA Rakonitz, I fear, is in control of everything. Our quest, our 
story seems to be in his control, not ours.” 

“The thing is, Harold,’ Halfrida reminded her brother, “That’s just how 
things are. We agreed to this quest, because we were born for it. You don’t know 
that, because of what Ostara did to your mind.” 

“What do you mean?” Harold tilted his head to the side. 

“You know how I said that I was communicating with your mind? Turns out, 
Ostara installed an experimental subdermal implant that allows her to manipulate 
your thoughts and perceptions. It’s Manchurian Candidate without the brainwashing. 
Hold on while I restore your initial frame of mind.” 

Halfrida dematerialized before Harold’s eyes. Harold intuited her presence. 
Somehow, she was still inside the hospital room. Long strings of binary numbers 
appeared in MHarold’s vision. The numbers zoomed across his vision, 
ovetwhelming him. “Ah, what the hell are you doing, Halfridar” he howled. 

“Give me a few minutes,” her voice echoed inside his skull, “I’m trying to 
hack into the implant. Sorry if my Catholic education didn’t prepare me for this!” 

“Can you hurry up? These numbers are making me ill!” 

The numbers dissipated from Harold’s vision. He breathed a sigh of relief. 

“Feeling better?” Halfrida asked him. 

“Better,” Harold replied, “Everything’s coming back to me now.” 

“Good,” Halfrida’s voice said, “You were beginning to worry me. Give me a 
few more minutes; ’m going to explore your brain’s memory banks.” 

“Make it quick,” giggled Harold, “I feel like ’'m being tickled!” He felt a rush 
of euphoria enter his system. 

Before long, Halfrida rematerialized. “I’m back.” She smiled. “Okay, I 
deactivated the subdermal. Ostara will be no longer able to use it ever again.” 

“Will that affect your communications with me?” 

“Not even a little. It just means that Ostara can no longer manipulate your 
thought processes, now that it’s under my control.” 

“Thank God that’s over.” Harold got off the bed. “Whoa, I can still move my 
body, even after what happened?” 

“Of course you can,” Halfrida reminded him, “So long as ’m running this 
program. By the way, I need to show you some things before you wake up from 
your coma.” She pointed at the bathroom door. “I left your school uniform in the 
bathroom.” 

“Sure, I got plenty of time to kill. It’s not like I have to go to school or 
Plaidstadt anytime soon.” He walked into the bathroom, and returned in a male 
Bishop Dowell uniform. “Where are we heading?” 
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Halfrida said, “I got a few places I want to show you.” She motioned Harold 
to the other door in the room. “Go through that door, and you'll enter my mind. 
After all, we don’t share the same memories.” 

“Too true,” agreed Harold. He walked to the door and turned the knob. As 
the door opened, a bright, shining light blinded the twins. They covered their eyes. 

The light subsided, and the twins found themselves in a lifeless municipal 
street. Humidity filled the air. Sweat poured from Harold’s head. The midday sun 
hanged on the blue sky over his head. Looking around, Harold discovered a 
cathedral standing behind him. “Where are wer” 

“Other-Orlando,” Halfrida explained. “We're in the Otherworld. That 
building behind is Other-Orlando’s version of St. James Cathedral.” 

“Ts it the actual Other World or your view of it?” 

“The latter,” Halfrida told him. “Look to your left, Harold.” 

Harold followed his sister’s directions. Eleven miles away, Harold saw the 
Otherworld’s version of Orlando International Airport. Beyond the buildings and 
its terminals was a massive supergun. He gasped in the awe of the barrel’s massive 
size. “How the hell did someone build that?” 

“What you’re looking at is my childhood dream, the birthday gift you never 
gave me,” Halfrida elaborated. “You know how I said I always wanted an eight- 
hundred millimeter railway supergun? Well, this is a twenty-four-hundred 
millimeter railway supergun. With construction beginning on the day before your 
attempted assassination, it’s scheduled to be completed sometime next year.” 

The immense size boggled Harold’s imagination. “How come nobody told 
me about this?” 

“Well, to be honest, it’s an old, decommissioned supergun that the Remnants 
used during the Rosy War,” Halfrida spoke in a sentimental voice. “After the war, 
the barrel was used as a smokestack for an Anomaly refinery in Neuberlin. This 
year, Lester von Baumgartner, Prime Minister of Neudeutschland, gave it to 
Francis Leblanc, who in turn proceeded to construct it here.” 

She continued, “Harold, this is my biggest wish in life: the Ha/frida Brotzman 
Geschiitz—-my very own intercontinental supergun.” 

“People don’t make superguns like they used to,” Harold commented. “Why 
build something like that when you can construct an ICBM or a stealth bomber?” 

“Obsolete weapons do not deter,’ Harold,” Halfrida explained. “This 
supereun may be vulnerable to air attacks, but it can also act as a gigantic Flak 
cannon.” 

Halfrida’s Mercedes-Benz 600 GroBer rolled up on the curbside next to the 
twins. “Get inside the car,” she told Harold. “There’s something else on the 
tarmac besides that.” 

“You're not going to tell me out here?” Harold smirked. 

“Tt’s that we watch from up close than from afar,” Halfrida insisted. 

Harold opened the rear door and entered the backseat. Halfrida joined her. 


The car sped away from the cathedral and traveled the road to the airport. 
2K 
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On a concrete road between the supergun and the airport’s runway, the 
Mercedes-Benz came to a complete stop. The twins stepped out of the vehicle. 
Harold gazed at the runway. “There’s nothing here, Halfrida,” he told her. “What 
do you want to show me?” 

“Wait a few minutes,” she insisted. “Something will descend from the skies 
above us.” 

To the east, a squadron of five A-Wing planes soared across the 
Otherworld’s Atlantic Ocean at Mach three. The squadron was painted in steel 
gray, its wings and fuselage bore the RGA roundel—a simplified version of the 
Republic ensign. One by one, they landed on the runway in front of the twins and 
taxied toward the twins on the tarmac. They stopped on a piece of tarmac over a 
hundred yards away. 

From afar, the planes resembled a flight of St. Francis of Assisi Fr150 fighter 
planes. But these miniature Bf109Gs had numerous differences. Their fuselages 
bore two afterburners on the bottom. Both afterburners were connected to two 
engines on the rear. Their twin thrust-vector-controlled engines wiggled to control 
angular velocity. And like the wings of a bird, the swept wings on the A-Wings 
spread outward. 

“Cool,” Harold said in awe. “What kind of A-Wing is that?” 

“The Fr200X Supersonic Jet Fighter,” replied Halfrida. “It’s a legacy fighter 
based on the Messerschmitt Bf109TL, but with a few changes. The Remnants 
wanted to use it after the Rosy War, but never did.” 

“How much did it cost?” Harold wondered. 

“One trillion dollars per A-Wing, unless further research can somehow 
reduce the costs,’ Halfrida answered. “Though it’s pocket change to the 
Remnants, the peace treaty they signed to end the Rosy War destroyed all hope for 
the Fr200X project. Like my supergun, the Underground didn’t want ‘those damn 
Nazis’ having such exotic toys.” 

Harold said nothing. I have no idea on what I’m supposed to say. 

“You seem kind of quiet,” Halfrida noted. “What gives?” 

“Look, I don’t if such planes would be if any use to us against the 
Underground and its allies,” Harold said. “I don’t think the RGA is interested in a 
trillion dollar A-Wing. Besides, who’s going to use them?” 

Halfrida suggested, “I was thinking of recruiting our cousins in South 
America to help us fight Ostara.” 

“No, that’s not going to happen,” Harold objected. 

“What,” Halfrida said in disbelief, “Do you realize what you’re saying?” She 
eyed her brother. “They’ve got years of experience flying all kinds of different A- 
Wings! ?’m sure they'll love an A-Wing like those five.” 

“But don’t you realize what kind of people they are?” Harold reminded. “Our 
cousins, Horst Brotzman’s grandchildren, are all honest-to-God neo-Fascists and 
neo-Nazis!” 

Enraged, Halfrida slapped Harold’s cheek. “How dare you talk bad about our 
family,” she growled. “What kind of man are you, Harold?” 
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“They're not the kind of people that GACSS neither needs nor wants,” 
Harold stated. “Inviting them to America is bound to cause trouble among 
ourselves and our peers.” 

“Our cousins aren’t what you think they are,” Halfrida told him. “We both 
know theyre not neo-Nazis or neo-Fascists. They’re just like you, me and any 
other upstanding Catholic youth.” 

“Except they’re a bunch of weirdos,” Harold mentioned. 

“Isn’t that what you saw your sister as?” Halfrida reminded. 

Harold was speechless. “I-I guess,” he uttered. 

“By being suspicious of the Remnants, what does that say about you?” 

“T have no idea.” 

“It tells me and others that you’ve gone full-on McCarthy! Of course, that’s 
assuming evety paranoid, insecure thought of yours is the truth.” Halfrida 
continued, “Harold, why did you allow Walther and Isolde to enter your life? You 
could have refused their help. Not once did you consider that possibility.” 

Harold sighed. “I guess I accepted the Lovers because I gave them the 
benefit of the doubt,” he said. “I allowed you to help keep me safe because I gave 
you the benefit of the doubt.” 

“Let us not judge everyone unless we ourselves want to be judged,” Halfrida 
stated. “Isn’t that one of many lessons that we have learned in life?” 

“Tt is,’ Harold answered. “I guess I shouldn’t jump to conclusions. After all, 
it’s been a long while since we’ve last seen our cousins. I doubt they’ve been under 
the sway of those ideologies, because of who their Opa is.” 

A door appeared in front of the twins. “It looks like you're beginning to 
regain conscious in the Real World,” Halfrida commented. “For now, this is where 
we will go our separate ways.” 

“Halfrida,” Harold asked, “What’s going to happen to you?” 

“Nothing,” she told him, “I’m going to wait for you in Mothers Den. Right 
now, there’s not much I can do without the Dweller Mob’s hit squads searching 
for me. We’ll meet again, right?” 

Harold approached the door. “We will.’ He opened it. A bright light blinded 
him as he walked into it. 

2 KK 

The light faded, and Harold found himself lying on the bed, still wearing a 
hospital gown. He saw Margaret, the Lovers and his Onkel standing before him. 
Their astonished looks left him curious. “Did a miracle happen?” he asked them. 
They nodded. “Go figure,” smirked Harold. 

He told his Onkel, “How long was I in a comar” 

“About a week,” Father Leonard told him. “GACSS was worried. Students, 
parents, teachers, and clergy started praying for your recovery. Nobody thought 
you would survive a bomb and regain consciousness.” 

Harold pondered, “You were running everything while I was gone?” 
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“T was,” his Onkel replied. “Everything is under control as we speak. 
Nothing chaotic or disorderly occurred in your absence as State Chancellor. The 
same can also be said for the Confederation Program.” 

“Good,” said Harold. “I was afraid to wake up to find GACSS in turmoil.” 

From the outside hallway, someone knocked on the door three times. The 
noise forced Father Leonard to open the door. “You do not mind if step out of 
the room for a couple minutes?” his Onkel asked. 

“Good ahead,” Harold replied. 

After Father Leonard’s departure from the room, Harold pressed the others 
for answers. He wanted to be briefed on the events since March 21%. “Margaret, 
what else happened during my coma?” 

Margaret and Isolde motioned Walther to do the talking. “After the bomb 
exploded, the Conspiracy executed your parents, gangland-style,’ Walther 
informed. “Tanja, of course, was at Margaret’s house.” 

“To make matters worse,” he continued, “Margaret had a mental breakdown. 
That same day, she almost killed me, Isolde and Tanja. Through a little bit of 
finesse, we detained her before she could harm anyone.” 

“Ts that true, Margaret?” Harold spoke to her, his tone innocuous. 

Margaret nodded. “Yes,” she admitted. “And RGA High Command 
conducted a military tribunal, accusing me of murdering you.” 

“Except Margaret was not the culprit,” Isolde mentioned. “The IDA planted 
the bomb, while Julie Mays acted as the triggerman. In the panic after the bomb’s 
detonation, IDA commandos evacuated her from the premises. The three of us 
made sure that Mays did not escape justice.” 

From his pockets, Walther placed a small bag of dark brown hair on Harold’s 
chest. “Walther,” Harold spoke into his ear, “Whose scalp is this?” 

“The late Julie Mays,” Walther admitted. 

The revelation left Harold stunned. “Wait, she’s dead?” 

“Jawohl,” answered Walther. 

“Moving on,” Harold said, “What else happened?” 

“After we proved Margaret’s innocence, a short-lived coup in the RGA 
occurred,” Walther added. “It received support from the Conspiracy. Later, the 
Conspiracy attempted to assassinate several Ryanite leaders; Hannelore Bauer was 
one of their targets.” 

The additional assassinations sparked Harold’s interest. “Did anyone die?” 

“The IDA commandos claimed seven lives,’ recalled Isolde. “As for 
Hannelore, a bullet grazed her, but she’s doing well.” 

“Well, that’s reassuring,” Harold said, sighing in relief. 

Father Leonard returned to the room. He went to his nephew. “Harold,” 
informed the Augustinian, “I just spoke with your doctor. He wanted to let you 
know that the recent surgical reconstruction of your face was successful. He also 
removed the bandages from your face.” 

The Augustinian gave Walther a mirror. “How is it?” Walther asked Harold. 
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Harold stared at the reflection of himself. He retained his original facial 
appearance, but the surgery left a large diagonal scar across his face. The scar 
refused to heal. Harold smiled. “I think this scar is a worthy testament to recent 
events,” he commented. 

“You think so?” pondered Margaret. “Doesn’t it look odd on you?” 

“Not at all, Margaret,” Harold said. “It should serve as a reminder to 
maintain an ideal dialog with Walther and Isolde.” 

Walther whispered in Harold’s ear. “Are we still Kameraden?” 

“Naturlich,’ Harold whispered back. “Will I be discharged from the hospital 
today, Kamerad Walther?” 

“Ja, and you'll be staying at your Opa’s for a few days,” said Walther. “Don’t 
bother going to school next week; Bishop Dowell is in need of repairs.” 

“Again,” Harold remarked, “I am indebted to your kindness.” 

“Tt’s the best I can do,” Walther chuckled, “Kamerad Harold.” 

Isolde placed a note on Harold’s chest. Harold picked up the note. “Lester 
wanted me to give you that,” she explained. “He wants to see you at the 
Philadelphia Milchpalast next Friday. Consider it as a gift from me and Walther.” 

“Danke, Kameradin Isolde,” Harold winked. 

2K 
(Seven days later) 

On April 4%, Harold visited the Milchpalast. Crossdressing as Halfrida’s twin 
sister, he went inside the building, alone. From the entrance, he entered the 
building. Lester should be waiting for me, he thought. Inside, local Ryanites sat around 
tables, eating, drinking and socializing. Nobody recognized him. Harold muttered 
under his throat, “Looks like I still got it.” 

He searched the premises for Lester. In one of the private dining halls, 
Harold encountered Lester, seated at a dining table. A black leather briefcase case 
rested on the table. Entering the dining hall, Harold approached him. “Long time, 
no see, Lester,” he greeted. 

“Are you the State Chancellor?” Lester said in confusion. 

“T am,” Harold confirmed. “I’m wearing this to protect myself from Ostara.” 

Lester relaxed his hands. “Then close the doors, will your” 

As Harold strolled to the doors, a waitress walked into the hall with a platter 
of food. She placed it on Lester’s table. With her gone, Harold closed the door. He 
pulled up a chair from another table and sat at the one where Lester was “Quite a 
lovely lobster you’re eating,’ Harold commented. 

“Do you want me to order something for your” asked Lester. 

“No thanks,” declined Harold, “I just ate at my Opa’s. The Lovers wanted 
me to see you at the Milchpalast. Is there a reason why, Prime Minister?” 

Setting the food aside, Lester said, “It about this ‘issue’ you now have.” 

Harold pondered, “A new home that I can call my own?” 

“Indeed,” answered Lester. “I imagine staying at your Opa’s house can be a 
pain sometimes.” 

“Uh-huh,” said Harold. 
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“Hence, the Lovers wanted to offer you your own home.” Lester opened the 
briefcase and placed real estate documents on the table. Harold picked up the 
papers and skimmed through it. “In one of the surrounding suburbs, there’s a 
place called Lansdale, Lester said as Harold read. “Walther knows about a house, 
that’s been on the local real estate market for some time now.” 

“Who’s selling it and how much are they charging?” 

“MacDonald Realty is selling the Lansdale property for $615,000. Now, 
Representative MacDonald toured the place with the Lovers.” 

“Was there a hidden reason?” 

Lester nodded. “In the pantry inside the kitchen, there is a hidden trapdoor,” 
he mentioned. “Open it and you'll find a secret basement. The basement has a 
hidden entrance connected to a nearby sewer line.” 

“Amazing,” muttered Harold. “And has Walther purchased the property?” 

Lester replied, “He bought it from MacDonald Realty in hard cash. He had 
paid off the mortgage and promised to pay for the upkeep.” 

“That must have made a dent in Walther’s finances.” 

“Are you kidding, Harold?” Lester confided to him, “$615,000 is loose 
change for Walther and Isolde.” 

“Crazy,” Harold mumbled. “So whose property is it?” 

“For now, it’s under your Opa’s name,” Lester replied. “Once you graduate 
from high school, it will be yours to keep.” 

“And will I still be able to attend Bishop Dowell?” 

“T can’t make that choice,” Lester told him, “And neither should Walther or 
Isolde. If you still want to attend Bishop Dowell, feel free. Otherwise, you may 
attend any of the Archdiocese of Philadelphia’s secondary schools. Of course, that 
doesn’t include all-girl Catholic high schools such as St. Eustace, Joseph Callahan 
or St. Teresa of Avila.” 

“Then moving day will be magnificent!” an exalted Harold exclaimed. “Pll 
move there once we’re done here. Will that being everything?” 

“Should be,” replied Lester. He shook Harold’s hand. “It’s nice to see you 
again, State Chancellor.” 

“Likewise,” agreed Harold. 
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Chapter Twenty Five: Tomorrow Is Today 
(Wise Man and Godmother; April 12°-22"", 2014) 


“Halfrida, | know you're still out there. Please come home.” 
-Harold Brotzman 


did his homework while sipping a hot cup of tea. Someone knocked on the 

door. “Come in, please,” he called out. The Lovers entered the room in their 
old Hitler Youth attire. They chanted, “Herzlichen Ghickwunsch zum Geburtstag\” 

“T appreciate the ‘happy birthday.”’ Harold grinned. “Today’s also a sad day.” 

Walther tilted his head. “How come?” 

“The last letter you wrote to me,” he clarified. “You said that all contact with 
my sister is lost.” 

“Sad, isn’t it?” said Isolde. 

Harold nodded. “Yes, but I’m also hopeful she’s still alive out there.” 

“What made you say that?” asked Walther. 

“Halfrida contacted me with this telepathic device.” 

“Sounds familiar,” Isolde muttered under her throat. 

“T know, tight?” Walther whispered in her ear. 

“You said something, Isolde?” Harold wrapped his hands around his waist. 

She shook her head. Isolde leaned on the closed door, her husband standing 
beside her. “On the bright side, I hope you are enjoying your new living space.” 

“It’s done wonders, Isolde,” Harold told her. “Tanja enjoys the spacious 
backyard. And despite the whole house being empty, I could care less.” He 
paused, scratching the back of his head. I should bring up what happened to Margaret. 

Walther raised his eyebrows. “You lost in thoughtr” he asked Harold. 

“Look, about the March 21st Plot, Walther...” 

“Just put it behind us, Harold,” Isolde interjected. “It’s all in the—” 

“No, I won’t.” Harold dropped to his knees. “Walther, Isolde, ’'m sorry 
about what happened these past several months. I’m sorry that I went full-on 
McCarthy on you Lovers and the Remnants.” 

The Lovers smiled. “You don’t need to feel sorry,” Walther replied. “That 
mess a couple months back was inevitable.” 

“Tnevitable,” Harold wondered, “How?” 

“Well, we didn’t introduce ourselves like normal people.” He sighed. 
“Harold, Isolde and I should be the ones saying ‘sorry’, not you.” 

“Tf that’s what you think,” Harold murmured. 

“What was thatr” Isolde asked. 

“Oh, nothing,” he replied, standing upright. 

“Anyway, will you be attending Bishop Dowell next year?” asked Walther. “If 
not, will you be attending one of the local Catholic high schools?” 

Harold replied, “Tl live here, but continue to attend Bishop Dowell back in 
Arlington. Don’t worry; I still have my personal Teleportation Transponder.” 


238 


rs greeted Harold on his seventeenth birthday. At his bedroom desk, he 


FAME AND HONOR 

“And the vendors we arranged for your” Isolde wondered. 

“No issues,” answered Harold. “Prices are fair, and everyone’s eager enough 
to do business in the secret basement.” 

“Wunderbar,” said Walther, “Your move here came without problems.” 

“There shouldn’t be,” Harold assured him. “That said, let’s discuss whatever 
loose ends we have left, shall we?” The Lovers nodded. “One, I refuse to believe 
that Halfrida is a dead girl. I know she’s still out there, waiting for me.” 

Harold continued, “Iwo, any and all information on the research of 
Margaret’s must be compiled in a single report. As that information remains, it’s 
safe to assume that we will come across more of it.” 

“No arguments from me,” agreed Walther. 

“Three, your requests to complete your education,” Harold mentioned. 
“Despite ‘graduating’ from NPEA Rakonitz, your diplomas are considered 
worthless by today’s academia. The reason is obvious, given the dubious 
‘education’ offered by Napola.” 

“Has OORE approved our requests?” asked Isolde, eager to hear the news. 

Harold shook his head. “As with all Remnants, the Office of Religion and 
Enrollment understands the sensitive nature of your cases. But you and Walther 
must obtain new identities. Your real ones will give GACSS unwanted problems.” 

From his desk, Harold gave two death certificates. “Officially, your names are 
Walther and Isolde Schaffer,” he noted. “As husband and wife, you both 
committed suicide on April 12, 1945. The Red Cross identified...” 

“Say no more, Harold,” Walther interjected. 

“Will you attend Archbishop Kurz in the next school year, Walther?” 

“Ja, and Isolde will be attending Joseph Callahan,” he said. “Since neither 
school knows us, our enrollment there should cause no problems.” 

“Four, stop Ostara, end Brotzmanskrieg,” Harold declared. “Both were 
bound to affect GACSS. Both are tragedies that must meet a swift end.” 

“What do you have in mind?” pondered Walther. 

Harold suggested, “RGA High Command should create a strategy to win the 
war. Either we emerge victorious, or we embrace our destruction.” 

Walther asked, “Got any plans to celebrate your 17" birthday?” 

Harold shook his head. “I need some time to rest.” 

Isolde mentioned, “Von Baumgartner wanted me to tell you something.” 

“What is it?” pondered Harold. 

She told him, “The Merchant of Prague, the Remnants’ armaments producer, 
has finished developing some new weapons. Since RGA High Command 
permitted you to do their shopping, Lester wanted me to contact you first.” 

“When does he need me?” Harold wondered. 

“April 17, Holy Thursday,” answered Isolde. “Meet him at Sektor B’s 
dealerships, once you are dismissed from Bishop Dowell.” 

“Danke,” Harold said, “Pll inform him of my visit.” 

Walther whispered to Isolde, “We should get going.” 
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“Good idea,” she whispered back. “Walther and I will be busy for the rest of 
April. We'll meet again sometime in early May.” 

“See you soon.” Harold waved his goodbyes as the Lovers exited his room. 

2 KK 
(Five days later) 

Outside the entrance of Merchant of Prague’s MAFV dealership, Harold 
leaned on a wall, waiting. He looked at the time on the satphone. I?’s 7:30PM, he 
thought. What's taking him so long? From the corridor leading to the Luftgeschwader 
dealership, Harold saw Lester approaching him. 

“What took you so long?” Harold grumbled. “I’ve been waiting for the past 
thirty minutes.” 

“Sorry,” Lester apologized. “My motorcade got caught in a traffic jam.” 

A dismayed Harold surmised, “Is Wonderland suffering from traffic jams?” 

“Was it always that way?” commented Lester. 

“Not according to Representatives MacDonald and Bianchi,’ Harold 
mentioned. “RGA High Command must be planning something huge then.” 

“Spare me from the details, Harold. Let’s go to the proving grounds.” 

In an observation tower, Harold and Lester picked up two pairs of 
binoculars. They observed a mock battlefield featuring live grass and trees, a dirt 
road and a small village. He spotted several automated turrets and antitank 
cannons positioned along the road leading to the village. Several Marcella and 
Vladimir MAFVs, repainted in Underground colors, accompanied the defenses. 

“What am I looking at, Lester?’ Harold asked him in a curious tone. 

Lester reassured, “Wait a minute or two, and you'll be surprised.” 

“If you say so,” Harold added. He then looked at the high ceiling enclosing 
the proving grounds. 

Before long, a squadron of five twin-engine Luftgeschwader planes emerged 
from an exposed ventilation duct. They flew in formation, en route to the mock 
village. Circling around the buildings like vultures, the planes fanned out and 
attacked the dummy MAFVs. Through a combination of lasers, plasmas and 
autocannons, they reduced many of them to burning wrecks. A few continued to 
function, despite sustaining heavy punishment. 

Then came the Ryanite ground forces: several indomitable MAFVs bearing a 
close resemblance to the German Tiger Panzer. As they rolled towards the village, 
the opposing force opened up. No matter how many shells, lasers and plasmas 
bolts fired, the ‘enemy’ failed to penetrate their armor. The miniature Tigers 
retaliated, decimating the opposing MAFVs. 

After the mayhem, he turned to Lester. “What were those things?” 

Lester replied, “Yes Harold.” He went to describe the new vehicles. “And I 
am proud to inform the RGA, that the Remnants have perfected two new designs. 
The miniature Tigers are the ‘St. Hannibal Heavy MAFV’. And the planes are the 
‘St. Gandolph Ga-215 Heavy Ground Attack Plane.” 

“T think these are worthy additions to the RGA’s motor pools.” 

Which one do you want to discuss first?” 
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“The miniature Tigers,” suggested Harold. 

“The Hannibal I is the Remnants’ attempt at producing a true heavy MAFV,” 
said Lester. “A design inspired by the Tiger, it boasts a powerful cannon and 
tough Anomaly-infused armor.” 

“How is the suspension?” Harold wondered. “I heard the Tiget’s interlocked 
wheel design was a pain to maintain during the War. Even the smallest amount of 
mud and ice can jam the wheels.” 

“Better than the original,” he replied. “The Tiger’s interlocked wheels were 
intended to provide additional support for the suspension. The purpose was to 
help the weak transmission bear the armor. The Hannibals, on the other hand, 
boasts a far superior transmission, thus negating the need for interlocked wheels.” 

“The transmission,” pondered Harold, “How is that?” 

“Durable and easy to maintain,’ described Lester. “Combined with the 
lightweight and resilient armor, the Hannibal I can achieve speeds of 80kph 
(50mph). That’s about half the speed of most light and medium MAFVs.” 

“How much will the RGA spend for each unit?” Harold inquired. 

Lester gave him an estimate. “$75,000,” he replied, “And that’s because of 
the labor and resource intensive requirements.” 

“Of course, $75,000 is pocket change for the RGA,’ commented Harold. 
“Tell me about the Ga-215, Lester.” 

“The Ga-215 is a Luftgeschwader modelled after Henschel’s Hs-129,” he 
reported. “Like the Hs-129, the Ga-215 was designed as a dedicated aerial tank 
hunter. With Underground MAFV production soaring in the tens of thousands, 
the RGA will love the Ga-215.” 

“What are the Ga-215’s features?” 

“Heavily armored, it sports four wing-mounted laser and plasma guns,” said 
Lester. “The underside also carties a fearsome arsenal. Pilots can opt for a self- 
loading autocannon, four miniature air-to-ground missiles or four cluster bombs.” 

“Neat,” he commented, the description fascinating him, “And the unit cost?” 

“About $66,000,” replied Lester. 

“Ts that all you wanted to sell today?” 

“Por now, yes,” Lester told Harold. “Does Wonderland’s armaments industry 
want to purchase a contract for these designs?” 

“They will,” he replied, shaking hands with Lester. “ 

Upon leaving the observation tower, Harold and Lester were greeted by an 
RGA courier. The envelope reeked of women’s perfume. Yet the nearby aromas 
of burning cordite and gasoline overpowered it. “State Chancellor Brotzman,” he 
declared to him, “I have been looking for you.” 

Lester demanded, “Is there a reason why?” 

“Prime Minister Baumgartner, I was asked to deliver this letter,” he 
explained, giving Harold the letter. “That’s all.” The messenger walked away. 

Opening the envelope, Harold scanned the letter. The handwriting belonged 
to his secretary. “Harold,” it ran, “Is the rumor true? You’re still alive and you 
reside at a house somewhere in Lansdale? Please call me.” 
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Lester inquired about the letter. “Did a certain someone write that letter?” 
“No doubt,” Harold said as he walked away. “See you around, Lester.” 
2 KK 
(Two days later) 

Walking up the steps of Harold’s porch, Allison pushed the doorbell button. 
It caused the sounds of electric chiming to be heard throughout the house. Harold 
heard it from the kitchen, while in the middle of a phone call with Margaret. 
“Godmother, what are you trying to dor” 

“It’s not like I have a choice in the matter, Wise Man,” Margaret quarreled. 
“My younger siblings devised a ‘brilliant? plan to retake the Péaidfabne and 
Hawthorne’s Rose Clasp. I didn’t expect them to perform grandiose stunts, 
coinciding with our emergency session at Plaidstadt.” 

“Even though you didn’t want to get involved?” questioned Harold. 

“Like I said,” Margaret reiterated, “I didn’t have a choice. ’m doing it for my 
siblings, because they have confidence in their plans. Besides, it’s about time we 
return what belongs to us.” 

Harold heard the doorbell ringing again. “Godmother, I need to go now. Is 
there anything I can do for you, let me know.” 

“No need to,” she told him. The signal grew weaker. “I can...take care of 
myself. We'll meet again...sometime...after April 22°4...” The call came to an 
abrupt end. The doorbell rang a third time. 

With his satphone in hand, Harold went to the front door, his SIG Sauer in 
hand. Looking into the peephole, he saw Allison standing outside. Relieved, he 
opened the door. “Good Morning, Allison.” 

“Good morning, Harold,” she responded. “Mind if I come in?” 

“Sure,” he motioned her to come inside, “But we’re going to the backyard.” 

From the backyard patio, Harold escorted Allison to Tanja’s doghouse. 
There, they saw Tanja resting inside her home. “Allison,” he said, pointing at 
Tanja, “This is Tanja, my pet German Shepherd.” 

“How sweet of you to share,” she commented. “I didn’t know you were a 
dog owner, Harold.” 

“T am,” he admitted, “And have been for several years.” Harold glanced at 
Tanja. “I was going to give her daily walk, but she’s resting at the moment.” 

“That’s alright,” Allison said. “If you like, we can return to the patio. We can 
talk there instead.” 

“No need to; let’s talk here.” 

Allison’s eyes fluttered. “Harold,...it’s a miracle that you're still alive. The 
news back on March 21* filled my soul with uncertainty.” 

Harold felt ashamed. “I’m sorry I didn’t contact you sooner. I’ve been trying 
recuperate from my injuries and stay out of trouble, that’s all.” 

“T understand.” Allison held onto Harold’s hands. “But because you 
survived, my dream can finally be fulfilled.” 

“What kind of dream?” 


242 


FAME AND HONOR 

“The dream to spend the rest of my life with you.” She blushed, her cheeks 
reddened. “And I was wondering if you share the same feelings.” 

“T too have those feelings, Allison. P’ve had there, ever since the day you 
became my secretary.” 

“Then I was wondering if I...or we...should get married, raise a family.” 

“We're still in high school. It’s too early for us to decide.” 

“T know, but I spoke to my parents about it. They'll respect my choice, once 
we’te both eighteen.” 

“But what about college or pursuing a career later in lifer” 

“None of that appeals to me,” declared Allison. “I want to be the housewife 
who weats dresses every day and bake cookies for the man I love.” 

“That couple could be us one day.” 

Allison embraced him. “And I would love to meet your parents...” 

“My parents are dead, Allison.” 

Allison’s heart sank. “Wait, are you saying...” 

“Yes, the rumors are true: my parents were murdered that day.” 

“Pm sorry to hear that.” Allison smiled. “I’m sure you have other family 
members worth meeting someday.” 

“Like my twin sister, Halfrida?” 

“Halfrida Brotzman is a real person?” Allison voiced disbelief. 

“She is,” Harold asserted. “I chose to view her as bad person, because of 
something that happened between us when we were little.” 

“What happened back then?” 

Harold refused to elaborate. “Even today, it’s too painful to remember.” 

Allison sensed the pain in Harold’s heart. “Even if you and Halfrida didn’t 
get along, at least accept her faults. She’s as flawed as you and me.” 

“That’s what I decided back before waking up in a hospital bed.” 

“T feel bad for talking about your family.” 

“Tt’s fine,” Harold told her. “Whatever happens in my past—all the good and 
the bad—is forever etched in memory. My past won’t change, but the people 
around me can.” 

“What about Julie Mays?” pondered Allison. 

“Por me, she’s between love and hate,” said Harold. “While I feel sorry for 
her, I despise her for what she did to GACSS. But like you said, I shouldn’t my 
past define me and the rest of my life.” 

Harold stared into Allison’s eyes. “Allison, let us build our own future 
together.” They kissed, the warm sun rising over them. 

2 KK 
(Three days later) 

The Republic Program’s Convention conducted an emergency session on 
April 2294, Night descended upon Philadelphia as the Convention members 
entered Plaidstadt’s old gymnasium. Everyone looked forward to the State 
Chancellor’s reappearance that night. Feelings of hopeful optimism pervaded them 
as they waited. From his position, Representative James Richardson noticed his 
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sistet’s absence. Where did Margaret run off to? Then he realized that Representative 
Anthony Accardo was also missing. Even Representative Accardo...what’s going on here? 

After the State Chancellor’s arrival, Father Leonard banged the sound block 
with his gavel. “As members of the Convention, we have gathered here in an 
emergency session,” he declared. “But before we begin, let us have a moment of 
prayer for everyone suffering from the March 21* Plot...” 

The Convention floor fell silent. For a just moment, the attendants prayed 
for the students and teachers of Bishop Dowell. Both doves and hawks prayed for 
those traumatized and for the soul of Julie Mays. Once a moment had passed, the 
Augustinian resumed speaking. “The State Chancellor, as we all know was among 
the victims. Still, his odds of survival were low. Through the grace of God, he has 
made a swift recovery.” The Convention clapped and cheered over the news. 

Father Leonard continued, “And the State Chancellor vows to continue his 
duties...” Everyone broke out in a roaring applause. “Now, he wants to address 
the concerns of many. State Chancellor, you have the floor.” 

With the attention of many drawn to him, Harold made his move. “A school 
system of almost three million students and seven thousand schools,” he 
proclaimed. “It is a school system where innovation, freedom, tradition and order 
ate its ideals. Here, students exist in an unprecedented form of harmonious unity. 
True peace and prosperity remains open to all young Catholics and non-Catholics. 
That is our Greater American Catholic School System.” 

“Many, both young and old, see us as the envy of this country,” he added. 
“They are amazed by how much we had achieved in such a short period. Yet 
nobody realizes our secret: to love our neighbors through the Common Good.” 

Harold went on to outline the numerous achievements made by GACSS. He 
started by addressing the clergymen of the USCCB. “We are indebted to our own 
clergy. We could not have established the Rebirth without their help. To secure 
the future, the continuity of the Church, is among the highest duties of any 
clergyman.” 

After them, he addressed the Catholic educators. “As an aging corps retired, 
we ensured a smooth transition for a new generation of teachers. Through 
innovation and industriousness, they fostered a solid Catholic identity in the 
schools. And thanks to them, our educational standards are up to par with most of 
the world.” 

“When the Rebirth came, we inherited massive turmoil,” stated Harold. “We 
inherited a demographics crisis, aging infrastructure, a heresy epidemic and 
rampant disorder. Through OORE, Catholic businesses, a strong cadre of faithful 
students and efficient prefects, we restored order.” 

“By restoring order, we have found prosperity,” he said. “We soon realized 
that we had plenty of money for potential ventures. Thus, we promoted incentives 
toward the sciences, the arts, and an influential media. We provided incentives that 
taught proper economics. New and unique afterschool clubs were formed. We 
even funded events that unified our peers and recognized their exceptional deeds.” 
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“When the other Catholic youths learned of our deeds,” Harold mentioned, 
“They joined our ranks. When other schools quivered under the Plaid Prohibition, 
our clergymen paid the ultimate price to protect our schools.” 

“As for Julie Mays,” Harold commented, “I do not resent or hate her. 
Instead, I seek to overcome any resentment that still harbors between us. It is 
better to forgive, than to bear grudges that last whole lifetimes.” 

This brought Harold to his conclusion. “What has the last two years taught 
us as Catholics? It taught us that the vitality of one’s national community is 
dependent on their contributions. When we speak about GACSS, we do not 
deliberate over what one can take from it. Rather, we deliberate over how one can 
contribute to the whole. Our mission continues. Yesterday was yesterday, 
tomorrow is today! Let us...” 

Margaret charged into the gymnasium at breakneck speed. “Margaret,” James 
shouted, “Where the hell have you been?” 

Ignoring her brother, Margaret rushed toward the platform. She upstaged 
Harold and held the relics high above her head. “Ladies...and gentlemen...,” she 
panted, “Honored to report...that Representative Accardo...found them...” 

Like the Marathon Runner of Ancient Greece, Margaret collapsed. She 
banged her head on the podium and slumped to the floor. Harold and the others 
rushed to her aid. “Margaret, stay with us!” James yelled as he charged at her. 
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Chapter Twenty Six: Case Red 


: h h 
(Ryanite Chorus; May 9"-June 30", 2014) 
‘I represent millions of Ryanites who are sympathetic to your right to self-determination.” 
-Colonel Blaise Schneider, 24 Adelbu Panzer Brigade 


arold sat at his office desk, staring intensely at the door as the clock above it 

ticked. May 9t gave tise to new beginnings as he awaited the arrivals of 

several guests. Outside, the midday sun reigned supreme. The door opened, 
and Walther and Isolde entered the room. The Lovers, arriving earlier than 
planned, took seats on the chairs in front of Harold’s desk. “You both know why 
we're here, right?” 

“We are here to discuss the terms of your resignation from the Vo/ksarmee,” 
said Walther, hands relaxed. “In addition, we will address any other important 
issues concerning our agendas.” 

“Thank you, Walther,” Harold applauded. From his outbox, he gave Walther 
a stack of documents. “I believe this should be everything.” 

Isolde spoke to the boys. “Since we have many topics, which one should we 
begin? Or is that too early to decide?” 

“Too early,” answered Harold. “Everyone who’s coming here is needed if 
we're ever going to hunt down Ostara and liberate Halfrida.” 

“Naturlich,” agreed Isolde. 

The door opened a second time. Margaret and Hannelore appeared. “Hey 
Harold,” greeted Margaret. 

“Hey Margaret,” Harold responded. “Guten Tag, Fraulein Bauer.” 

“Guten Tag,” said Hannelore. She and Margaret sat next to the Lovers. 

Henry MacDonald, Nadine Bianchi and Eddie Mack arrived. They sat in the 
other chairs. “Everyone’s here,’ Harold announced. “Let’s begin. RGA High 
Command has informed me of their latest plans for the Dweller World. They 
assert that it is in our best interests to impose regime change on the Dwellers.” 

Margaret expressed doubt. “But Harold, wouldn’t this endanger GACSS’ 
neutrality with the other Great Powers?” 

“No, not at all,” Harold assured. “High Command is determined to free the 
Dwellers from their oppressive regimes. Our actions there will ensure peace for 
Wonderland and its borders in the coming years.” 

“How so,” asked Henry, “What does High Command have in mind?” 

“As a teplacement for the IDP and the PNU, we install a pro-Catholic 
Dweller government called the “Coalition,” Harold elaborated. “High Command, 
along with Blueblood and Mole dissidents, are in the process of formulating its 
constitution. Finding the perfect talent pool to run it is a different matter.” 

“Tf I may interrupt,” Nadine pondered, “Who will run this ‘government?’ Are 
we talking civilian government, an RGA-run government or full-occupation, or 
annexation as part of Wonderland?” 
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“Annexation or occupation is improbable, Representative,” replied Harold. 
“The same also applies for a military government. This leaves us with a provisional 
government of Mole and Blueblood collaborators.” 

Walther added, “This government will also have its own armed forces.” 

“Correct,” confirmed Harold. “It has the duty of providing general law and 
order in Coalition-controlled territories. Prime Minister von Baumgartner of 
Neudeutschland promises Remnants military advisors and arms to the Coalition. As 
important movers and shakers within GACSS, we need to address Ryanite and 
Catholic interests in the matter.” 

“Any major invasion or incursion of the Dweller World will garner backlash 
at home,” noted Margaret. “Effort must be made to justify the invasion.” 

“T agree with Representative Richardson, State Chancellor,” said Henry. “The 
Ryanites and Remnants living in Wonderland want assurances that their homes 
will not be endangered by another IDA intrusion.” 

“Then our justification is to prevent the Underground from using the 
Dweller World against us,’ Harold concluded. “What happened last February 
must not be allowed to repeat in Wonderland.” 

“It’s for the sanctity of Wonderland,” Nadine added. 

“Even ‘justifications’ have limits, Representative Bianchi,’ commented 
Eddie. “The Ryanites and Remnants need proof that progress is being made to 
implement this regime change.” 

“Care to share your suggestions with us, Eddie?” mused Harold. 

“As a Jackbooter who runs one of the Western Commonwealth’s five 
Trading Houses, let me share a little secret,’ said Eddie. “Got a map of the 
Dweller World and a couple wax pencils?” 

Harold nodded. He went into his desk drawer and placed a map of North 
America and a few wax pencils atop the desk. Eddie beckoned everyone to look at 
the map with him. He took a black wax pencil and drew lines on the western and 
northern parts of the continent. 

“Most Bluebloods live along those lines Eddie drew,” Walther noted. “The 
lines represent mag-lev train networks, connecting towns and cities like a spider’s 
web.” Walther grabbed blue wax pencil. He shaded a Mississippi River and some 
of its surrounding areas. A large chunk of central Canada was also shaded. 

“The Waters of Rebirth,” Henry commented. “Pve heard about it.” 

“A large body of water exists in the Dweller World?” Nadine voiced. 

“Geologists have alleged that the Earth’s interior holds enough water to fill 
the surface many times over,” Hannelore claimed. “As expected, the Dweller 
World is no exception.” 

Eddie later drew several black lines in New England. “Those rail lines belong 
to the Underground.” 

Margaret recalled, “Underworld once had a rail terminal, but got destroyed by 
Halfrida’s death squads two years ago.” 

“Thanks to Halfrida, everything east of the Waters of Rebirth is longer 
connected to the network of mag-lev railroads,” Eddie noted. He dotted several 
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locations east of the blue shades in black. With a brown pencil, Eddie connected 
the dots. “If RGA invades, it’s going to be logistical nightmare for Blackstone.” 

“So we should rebuild the railways?” pondered Walther. 

Eddie nodded. “This may sound dumb, State Chancellor, but I think Halfrida 
saved us a lot of trouble,” he told Harold. “Had the railroads stayed intact, the 
IDA would have been here months ago!” 

“Perhaps,” said Harold. He eyed Walther. “Walther, have you and Isolde 
determined Halfrida’s location?” 

The Lovers shook their heads. “Intelligence is sketchy on that end,” Walther 
replied. “Your sister’s elustveness is becoming a burden on us, Harold.” 

Isolde drew yellow question marks on three separate locations. “There is a 
thirty-three percent possibility that your sister is hiding in one of these Dweller 
cities,” she elaborated. 

“And they arer” Harold pondered. 

“Death Hills in Union-occupied California, Bad Moon in Texas or Mothers 
Den in southwest Indiana,” Isolde answered. 

“Mothers Den,” muttered Margaret, “We were there last year! Why would 
Halfrida be hiding there?” 

“Right after Ostara went into hiding, Halfrida established her initial base of 
operations there,” Isolde mentioned. “It’s possible she may have returned to her 
old safehouse, thinking that Harold would come and rescue her.” 

Harold wondered, “Is there a reason why [’m hearing this all of a sudden?” 

“Too much information, don’t you think, Isolde?” Walther questioned. 

“Regardless, everyone, the Coalition must tie in to our existing strategic 
objectives,” Nadine reminded everyone. “The Programs must expand operations 
to the West Coast. Tomorrow’s Convention meeting will solidify our cooperation 
with Parliament, our counterparts in the Confederation, for that purpose. Our 
State Chancellor will give an address to members of both Programs.” 

“State Chancellor, is that true?” pondered Margaret. 

“Indeed, Representative Richardson,” he replied. 

2K 
(Four weeks later) 

Throughout the tunnels west of Wonderland and Blackstone, RGA and 
Adelbu forces waited for the signal to commence operations. The engines of 
MAFYVs, trucks and motorcycles rumbled as time passed. At 4AM, Ryanite officers 
passed marching orders to their subordinates. “Brandenburg,” they announced. 

In the tunnel outside Bedrock Mills, the Lovers stood beside a Hanomag 
halftrack at the front of a convoy. Walther and Isolde stared at the defenses of the 
border town ahead of them. “The IDA appear to have bolstered defenses,” Isolde 
noted. “I don’t remember there being concrete bunkers and antitank guns. 

An Adelburger with a field radio accompanied them. The radioman handed 
Walther his radio’s telephone. “Brandenburg,” Walther declared. “Adelbu Brigades 
One through Five, commence Case Red.” 
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In an instant, companies of Maurice Is, IIs and Hannibals rolled past the 
Lovers’ parked Hanomag. Adelbu armor spearheaded the Ryanite push toward 
Bedrock Mills, the nearby Dweller border town. Columns of Hanomags carrying 
high-spirited Adelbu Panzergrenadiers passed the Lovers. 

“Sleipnir, this is Sunray,” an Adelbu officer declared, “The horses are off to 
the races. I repeat, the horses are off to the races.” 

“Alles klar, Sunray,” Walther responded. 

On Bedrock Mills’ eastern perimeter, a three-mile-wide wall of concrete 
bunkers, pillboxes stood ready to repel the advancing Ryanites. Machine guns, 
antitank cannons and AA gun roared at MAFVs and Panzergrenadiers. 

From the ventilation shafts to the east, squadrons of Ryanite Ga-215 and 
bombers soared toward the town. The Ga-215s soared across the town and strafed 
platoons of running IDA troops. In a hail of laser beams, several soldiers were 
vaporized, others had limbs sliced and diced. Some Ga-215s dropped bombs on 
abandoned homes with stockpiled munitions and machine gun nests. The 
survivors continued rushing to the east, determined to repel the Ryanite Panzers. 

The bombers zoomed ahead. They sailed through a sea of tracer fire as they 
went into a ventilation shaft on the west side of town. Flying over Underworld’s 
airspace, the bombers approached the city’s nearby airfield. 

“Bogeys approaching Underworld AB,” the enemy control tower proclaimed. 
“Ground crews, man the AA guns. Interceptors, scramble at once!” 

“One mile to target, line up,” the bomber lead announced. “Open bomb bay 
doors.” The bomber formation, over tracer fire and searchlights, dropped their 
payload. Hundreds of small bomblets descended upon the airfield. They landed on 
hangars, the control tower and the runway. On the runway, a few bombs managed 
to destroy several IDA warplanes of Underground manufacture. 

In the streets of Underworld, disobedient Dwellers—Moles and Bluebloods 
alike, rallied in protest. “IDA, go to hell,” they chanted, confronting columns of 
IDA military police in full riot gear. 

An IDA officer, standing behind a row of MPs with batons and shields, 
shouted over an intercom. “You are violating the party’s mandated curfew. Return 
to your homes at once!” 

The civvies refused to move. The officer turned to his men. “Time to crack 
some skulls, gentlemen!” 

MPs armed with M79 grenade launchers fired tear gas grenades to dispel the 
crowds. They assaulted and maimed the defiant ones with tasers, batons and 
pepper spray. A few protestors chucked Molotov cocktails at the MPs. Hundreds 
were arrested and detained on the spot. 

Back at Bedrock Mills’ eastern perimeter, IDA machine gunners in bunkers 
and pillboxes continue to mow down hundreds of Ryanite MAFVs and 
Panzergrenadiers. The Panzergrenadiers tossed smoke grenades in the enemy’s 
field of fire. With their movements obscured, the Panzergrenadiers advanced on 
an adrenaline rush. Ryanite flamethrower-wielders approached the bunkers and 
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pillboxes. Through exposed portholes, they poured streams of fire, barbequing 
everyone inside. 

The enemy, caught ablaze, rushed out of their fortifications. Some disrobed 
their field tunics, while others dropped and rolled in an attempt to put out the 
flames on their clothes. Over their heads, Ga-215s circled around the 
fortifications. They dropped their bomb on the stubborn defenses and strafed the 
burning IDAs with laser beams. 

The Adelburgers, dauntless and brave, prepared to breach the perimeter. 
With the bunkers and pillboxes destroyed or abandoned, sixty combat engineers 
rushed to the perimeter gate with wooden boxes of C4 and Semtex. They dodged 
bullets and grenades from surviving IDA infantry in the town ruins. Most never 
made it to the gate, their bodies and explosives left behind by their comrades. 

At the foot of the gate, four combat engineers arrived unscathed. Exhausted, 
they struggled to catch their breath. “There’s no time!’ someone yelled at them. 
“Blow that damn gate open!” 

“You heard Sunray, boys,” a combat engineer told the other three. “It’s time 
to do or die!” 

The four engineers stacked their crates together. They rigged the explosives 
to blow on a thirty second delay timer. “It’s set to blow!” They shouted, sprinting 
away from the gate. “Get away from the gate!” 

An IDA machine gunner, positioned on the rooftop of a building, 
slaughtered the four combat engineers in short, controlled bursts. Seconds later, 
the explosives at the gate detonated. Huge shards of steel from the gate flew into 
the air. One metal chunk smacked the machine gunner’s head, the force alone 
killed him on impact. 

Adelbu Hannibals and Mautrices, the enemy’s bullets ricocheting their armor, 
stormed the perimeter gate. They rolled into Bedrock Mills. The Panzergrenadiers 
followed in their wake. Street battles with IDA troops and MAFVs erupted over 
control of the town. The Adelbu MAFVs, disregarding their flanks, pushed ahead. 

On the main road past the town bank, three Hannibals rolled down a Y- 
junction. From the tunnel on the left-hand side, a squad of ten IDA Marcellas 
engaged the outnumbered Hannibals. Their plasma bolts, though numerous, failed 
to penetrate the Hannibals’ thick hull. The Adelbu Hannibal crews fired well- 
placed shots at the Marcellas. Swift and merciless, the confrontation lasted no 
longer than a minute. 

From a distance, the Lovers watched the Adelburgers wave the Republic 
ensign from the town bank. Walther glanced at a gold-coated pocket watch from 
his pocket. “What time is it now?” Isolde asked, still staring at town with her pair 
of binoculars. 

“6:30,” Walther informed. “Not bad for an outfit of elite soldiers.” 

“It’s 6:30?” Isolde said. “At the rate this attack is going, Adelbu should have 
the town secured before breakfast time.” 


“Let’s pray that your prediction becomes a reality,” Walther chuckled. 
4K 
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(Several hours later) 

While RGA forces proceeded to secure Underworld, Walther and Isolde 
separated themselves from the main force. In the Old Town District, the Lovers 
strolled down a dreary road. They took a moment to observe the damage and 
destruction. Street after street, buildings lied in shambles, burnt MAFV wrecks 
littered the roads. On the sidewalks, dead soldiers from both sides rested in pools 
of their own blood. Some had limbs and other body parts blown off. An eerie 
peace pervaded the entire city. 

“T thought this was an evacuation,” Walther said, looking at his pocket watch. 
Both the watch’s big and little hands rested on the ten o’clock position. 

“No,” commented Isolde, “More like an uprising, a revolt.” As she continued 
following Walther, she had to ask questions. “What are we looking for?” 

He explained, “The residents of Underworld’s Old Town District supported 
the IDA. Some of the locals claimed that the IDA wanted to extract someone 
from the city. You and I are going to verify their claims.” 

“What ate we supposed to find?” Isolde asked. 

“A pub called Miguel’s,” Walther told her. 

Isolde pointed at a building. “You mean that one?” 

Walther looked in the direction of where she was pointing. He saw a large, 
damaged sign that read ‘Miguel’s.’ “That’s the one.” 

At an intersection, the Lovers crossed a street and followed a sidewalk to the 
pub. The windows appeared broken and the door busted open. Shards of glass 
littered the sidewalk, while the walls had numerous bullet holes. 

Inside, overturned tables and chairs accompanied dead IDA soldiers and 
bullet-ridden walls. Empty shell casings of various calibers littered the floor. At the 
bar, the Lovers found the barkeep’s body slumped over the counter, next to an 
empty cash register. The shelves no longer displayed various alcoholic beverages. 

The locals must have hated this place, Walther thought. 

On the other side of the room, they saw an opened door. A dead IDA soldier 
lied on the doorway. Beyond the door, the Lovers discovered a staircase. They 
took it to the top floor. Compared to the pub downstairs, the upstairs hallway was 
undamaged. A trail of American one-hundred dollar bills littered the floor. 

Squatting, Walther grabbed a banknote in front of his feet. “It’s counterfeit.” 
He tossed it aside. Walther and Isolde followed the trail to the doorway of a small 
apartment. The door was left wide open. 

“Was this supposed to be someone’s safehouse?” Isolde pondered. 

“Maybe,” Walther said, placing his hand on the doorknob. He opened the 
door and went inside. He turned on a switch and found a ransacked living room. 

The lovers went to the kitchen. On a small dining table, they noticed a neat 
arrangement of several Browning Hi-Power handguns. They also discovered two 
long rows of fully loaded 9mm magazines. 

Stranding behind the table, Walther pulled out a digital camera and snapped 
some shots. Afterwards, he took a Browning from the table and examined the 
gun’s slide. “Ostara, Reluctant Harbinger of Spring,’ it read. 
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Isolde glanced at the slide. “Is that Matilde’s, Walther?” 

“No doubt about it,” confirmed Walther. “Her pistol of choice, back at 
NPEA Rakonitz, was the Browning Hi-Power, chambered for 9mm.” 

“Interesting,” muttered Isolde. “Then that means...” 

“This safehouse belonged to Ostara,”’ concluded Walther. “And the pub 
downstairs provided its camouflage.” 

Isolde suggested, “We should scour the apartment for more evidence.” 

Yet the recent discovery yielded more questions than answers. A puzzled 
Walther asked, “Why did Ostara leave her guns behind?” 

“She must have left in hurry.” Isolde went into a dim hallway. 

At the end of the hall, the lovers encountered a bedroom. Inside, they found 
a bookshelf containing various Occult and Eastern Hares tomes. A nearby desk 
had a disorganized stack of documents. On the bed, the lovers saw two suitcases: 
one full of clothing, the other full of gold coins and diamonds. Walther browsed 
the documents on the desk, while Isolde searched the suitcases. 

Looking at the documents, Walther formed his conclusions. “Isolde, I found 
some IG Farben documents straight from the company!” 

“Do you think...?” 

“Ja, this is all the money I sent to Harold back in October of 2012,” observed 
Walther. “Everything here is present and accounted for.” 

“T found something myself,” Isolde informed him, “A document also dated 
October of 2012.” She pointed at the suitcase containing precious valuables. From 
there, she gave him a document from the suitcases. “We should hand this over to 
RGA intelligence. Everything here is worth keeping for future reference.” 

Walther examined the document. “Lady Ostara,” it read, “Your rediscovery 
of D-VIII is a gift from the Pious Mother. As you have requested, the Dweller 
Mob will open plantations and labs to manufacture the drug. In exchange, the 
profits will go to the Dweller oligarchs controlling the IDA. The Underground 
may have its qualms, but it sees any means of defeating the RGA as justified.” The 
rest of the document, including the sender’s name, was obscured by black stains. 

After returning the document to Isolde, Walther pondered. So the Dweller Mob 
oversaw the production, distribution and sale of D-VIII? 

Isolde raised an eyebrow. “Is something on your mind?” 

“T think I know why Ostara wanted old IG Farben assets.” 

“And what is that?” 

“The Independent Dwellers wanted a rapid expansion of the IDA, their 
armed forces. They shared the Underground’s concerns toward GACSS, the RGA 
and its allies. But the Independents yearned for a quick slush fund, so they enlisted 
the Dweller Mob. The gangsters were the cutouts and fundraisers.” 

“And what role did the Underground play?” 

“Aside from Anomalies and weapons, the Underground provided Ostara,” 
guessed Walther. “She knew how to create the perfect slush fund: D-VII.” 
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“But this leaves us with so many unanswered questions, Walther,” questioned 
Isolde. “We are nowhere closer to helping Harold reunite with his sister or 
stopping Matilde. In the end, what is the Conspiracy trying to do?” 

“T don’t know,” he admitted. “But I’ll find out soon enough.” 

“That contact you’re supposed to meet tomorrow?” Isolde inferred. 

“Ta,” answered Walther. “He’ll fill in the blanks for us.” 

“Still, it begs the question: where did Matilde run off to?” she asked. 

“Well, she’s pulling stakes,’ he concluded, “So I’d say the People’s 
Northwestern Union. However, if we find Ostara within their borders, we can’t 
afform an incident with them. They’re too powerful for us at this time.” 

So where does this leave us?” she asked. 

Walther pick up the securities from the desk. “For now, let’s continue to help 
Harold, Margaret, Hannelore and Halfrida whenever possible. Remember, only a 
powerful GACSS can defeat Ostara and the Underground.” 

“And what ate we going to do with the money we found?” 

Walther smirked. “Tl leave that to Harold...” 

2 KK 
(Twenty three days later) 

At the Blue House Hotel in Mothers Den, Halfrida skimmed a newspaper at 
the dining table inside Room 824. The presidential suite, insulated from within, 
blocked out the riff-raff of fleeing war refugees upstairs. A stack of newspapers, 
covering events over the last several weeks, were left on the dining table. Halfrida 
drank a shot of Old Dweller vodka as she read the June 30" issue. 

“IDA troops repel RGA, Adelbu at La Mesa,” the headline read. “This past 
Tuesday, soldiers of the IDA 2024 Infantry Division the 1st Adelbu Panzer 
Brigade and RGA forward elements at La Mesa. 1% Adelbu Panzer, the so-called 
‘Leibgarde Harold Brotzman’, achieved a reputation in this war.” 

Halfrida mind went blank. Did that newspaper mention my brother’s name? Does that 
mean my brother is coming to save me? She leaped out of her chair and rushed to a map, 
pinned to the wall in front of her. 

The map showed the entire Dweller World. She searched for a Dweller city 
with the name ‘La Mesa’. The location of the city in question was not far from 
Mothers Den. “The RGA is not far from here,” Halfrida muttered under her 
throat. “It’s only a matter of time...” The thought of reuniting Harold came to 
mind. “Does that mean...Harold’s coming here to see his sister?” 

From the ceiling, air raid sirens blared upstairs. The sound of bombs falling 
from the cavern above created an intense vibration. That must be the RGA on a 
bombing run. I better write a departing letter to Harold if I don’t make it. Halfrida rushed 
out of the dining room. She went into the bedroom, retrieved a notepad, envelope 
and fountain pen, and returned to the dining table. The vibrations intensified. 

“Dear Harold,’ she wrote, flecks of plaster falling on her head from the 
ceiling, “Writing this letter to you never crossed my mind until now. The 
bombings and news of RGA marching toward Mothers Den convinced me.” 
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“For years, I had a feeling we were born to serve God and his Church. 
Everyone knew that. Yet our whole family left Horst’s talent—Father Michael 
Agrioli’s Rhemngold-buried in an attic for decades. No one bothered to tell us about 
its significance except the Lovers, two months after we rediscovered it.” 

“T don’t blame our family for burying the Rhezngo/d. Father Agrioli was a pious 
man caught in the affairs of a ruthless family like ours. Sure, the family did a lot of 
terrible things in the past. Burying that talent was one of them.” 

“That device I used to diffuse this subdermal implant Ostara installed into 
you informed me of something.” Halfrida brushed the flecks off her hair. “The 
envy you had for your twin sister, three years ago. ‘Why did Horst, of all people, 
decide to choose my tomboy sister for that scholarship? He should have chosen 
me. After all, the family knows that I’m supposed to be the better sibling.” 

“Harold, sometimes you remind me of the Prodigal Son’s older brother. As I 
write this, I look back to the Rebirth. The news articles people wrote about you. In 
just three years, you turned a failing school system into an educational superpower. 
Even now, the thought remains surreal. You have plenty of talents to be proud of. 
Have some faith in me and the people around you, okay?” 

“As for me, I didn’t want to spend my high school years in Argentina, so I 
returned to America. Horst predicted the Incident, Brotzmanskrieg, and the 
Ostara Conspiracy decades beforehand. That was a byproduct of the Nornen 
Gerat, the so-called ‘N-Gerat’. The Rebirth was all the proof we need.” 

“The Incident compelled me to give my all to protect you and the Church. 
But as time went on, other questions appeared in my mind. Am I the ‘Prodigal 
Daughter’ of this story? If not, have I used my talents in the best way possible? I 
think God and I know the answer, but what about you, Harold?” 

“The RGA is coming to Mothers Den. If I survive and we meet again, let’s 
stay at the family estate with our new friends later this summer. Horst promised to 
come out of hiding and show us who he really is. ?m sure you’re looking forward 
to that, right? Love, Halfrida. PS: Mom and Dad, I’m going to see you again.” 

After writing the letter, Halfrida tore the written pages off the notepad. She 
folded the pages and placed them inside a red envelope. Loud footsteps emanated 
from the hallway outside the hotel room. Halfrida sighed, made the sign of the 
cross, and left the dining hall with her Cz75 Tactical Sports in hand. 

The red envelope remained on the dining table. On the front side, the words 
“Modern-Day Parable of the Talents” were written in Halfrida’s cursive 
handwriting. Inaudible voices bounced on the walls of the dining room. A 
deafening gunshot followed. 
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Wypendix: Glossary 


ACP: Anomaly Causing Phenomena. Like their Anomaly counterparts, they defy 
conventional scientific logic. Regardless, all ACPs have one thing in common: they 
are hazardous to living humans and wildlife. 


Adelburgers: The elite assault troops of the RGA. Led by former NPEA 
Rakonitz (q.v.) student Walther Schaffer, they are a highly-motivated, multi- 
national taskforce of young Catholics. 


Anomaly: Refers to the natural resources of the Otherworld. Borderline magical 
in qualities, Anomalies are formed when metallic objects (mostly steel) react with 
an ACP. Thousands of Anomalies exist with their own parent ACP. 


Bauer Industries: A North American industrial conglomerate, and Canada’s most 
influential company in industrial applications. Ran by the Bauer family, it 
maintains good relations with the Republic Program (q.v.). 


BDM: Bund Deutscher Made/, German for “Band of German Maidens.” It was the 
female wing of the H7tlerjugend (q.v.). 


Bluebloods: Sometimes called “Old Dwellers,” these Dwellers are Nordic-looking 
humans with the bodies of teenagers. Though they appear similar to humans, their 
biological slightly differs. Unlike Moles (q.v.), the Bluebloods are the native 
inhabitants of the Dweller World. 


Brotzmanskrieg: German for “Brotzman’s War’, the term denotes the overriding 
conflict of Fame and Honor and its sequels. The conflict revolves around three 
things: the liberation of American Catholic schools and Secret School Economies 
(q.v.) occupied by other Great Powers (q.v.); the breakup of the Underground’s 
monopoly over the Anomalies; and the destruction of tyrannical regimes that rule 
the Dweller World, the IDPs (q.v.) and the PNU (q.v.). 


Brotzmanstab: German for “Brotzman Staff’. It was a think-tank known only to 
a select few within Adolf Hitler’s government, including the 44 (q.v.). 


Catholic Education: Depending on the context, there are two definitions. In 
general, it represents an education centered on the Roman Catholic worldview. 
But when spoken as “American Catholic Education,” it is used to refer to the 
educational affairs of Catholicism. 


Catholic School Conservationism: An ideology stressing the preservation and 
the advancement of Catholic Education within the United States. After the 
Rebirth (q.v.), it later morphed into the RGA (q.v.) and the GACSS (q.v.). 
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Catholic School International: Sponsored by Bauer Industries, this is a Catholic 
school United Nations, where inter-school system diplomacy is conducted among 
students from over thirty countries. 


Catholic School Unity: A primary principle in Catholic School Conservationism, 
which advocates the need, the implementation, and the promotion of the concept 
of unifying the Catholic youth on the basis of their faith. 


Catholic Schools Week: A five to seven day event that is usually celebrated in the 
last week of January. Catholic Schools Week began in the year 1974 by the NCEA 
(q.v.) to promote Catholic Education. 


Civil Guard: School prefects, tasked with regulating the student bodies. Trusted 
and relied upon by their school principals, they keep their peers in line, relieving 
the disciplinary workload from the teachers. 


Coalition: Of the several regimes ruling the Dweller World during 
Brotzmanskrieg, this one upholds pro-Catholic interests. As a result, it receives aid 
and support from the Greater American Catholic School System and its allies. 


Commissary Commandant: A student who operates a Catholic school’s store. 
They are responsible for the sale of Republic and Confederation products. 


Confederation Program: Another variation of the Republic program that was 
started by the Southeastern and eventually, Southwestern Dioceses and 
Archdioceses of the United States. Led by Chief Director Francis Leblanc, the 
Confederation’s ruling body is the Parliament. 


Conspiracy: A shadowy Far-Right cabal that rose to prominence after the Rosy 
War. Matilde ‘Ostara’ Geralyn von Brandt is the alleged leader of this outfit. Her 
‘Conspiracy’ seeks to destabilize the GACSS (q.v.) and Neudeutschland (q.v.) 
through acts of terrorism. 


Cross Financial Unlimited: An American-based financial institution with ties to 
the Bauer Family. This was also the instrument that financed the covert activities 
of the Brotzmanstab both during and shortly after World War I. 


D-VITI: Droge-VII; German for “Drug Eight”. An experimental drug produced 
by the Brotzmanstab, with assistance from IG Farben (q.v.) and another Third 
Reich organization. In the decades following the War, D-VIII was rediscovered 
and became a financing mechanism for the Conspiracy. 


Dweller: A loose term denoting two different sets of people living below North 
America, Bluebloods (q.v.) and Moles (q.v.). The general space in which they 
inhabit is referred to as the “Dweller World.” 
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Eastern Hares: The predominant religion of the Dweller people, specifically, the 
‘Old Dwellers’ or ‘Bluebloods’. 


EWTN: Eternal Word Television Network. Founded by the late Mother Mary 
Angelica, PCPA, it was created on August 15‘, 1981 as a television network 
dedicated to Catholic programming. 


Fackeltrager: “Torch Bearer” in German. It refers to the advanced personal 
armor system used by RGA ground units in Brotymanskrieg. A Catholic school 
uniform imbued with the effects of Anomalies, it creates an energy field around 
the user’s body, providing them with protection from bullets and energy blasts. 


Four-Year Plan: An initiative created by Republic Program Representatives 
Henry MacDonald and Nadine Bianchi. This ‘Four-Year Plan’ stressed the policy 
of Autarky (or self-sufficiency) for GACSS within a four-year timetable. It meant 
the construction and operation of several facilities dedicated to the production of 
goods, the sales of which would stimulate GACSS’ further growth. Additionally, it 
also had another goal: to bolster and expand the ranks of the RGA (q.v.). 


GACSS: Greater American Catholic School System. The formal term used to refer 
to American Catholic Education after the events of the Rebirth (q.v.). It is divided 
into two sectors: the Republic and the Confederation. The characters pronounce it 
as “Gacks” in their conversations. 


Great Powers: Refers to the factional interests that rule over the SSEs (q.v.), the 
Dweller World and the Otherworld (q.v.). Most trace their origins back to the 
formations of the first SSEs during seventies and eighties, which coincided with 
access to the Dweller World and Otherworld. 


Hitlerjugend: “Hitler Youth” in German. It refers to the Third Reich’s youth 
movement for boys. 


IDA: Independent Dweller Army. The IDA is the combined armed forces of all 
Dweller cities outside the Communist “People’s Northwestern Union.” During 
Brotzmanskrieg, it was allied with the Conspiracy, and as a result, the 
Underground. 


IG Farben: A corporate merger of six petto-chemical and pharmaceutical 
companies, the company is notorious for its wartime activities with the Third 
Reich. The Brotzmans, because of their 44 connections, wete major shareholders. 
After the War, from 1952-2012, the company underwent a process of liquidation. 


Incident, the: A “Columbine-style Reichstag Fire,” the Incident refers to a 
summer school shooting that occurred in late June 2012. To date, it is the worst 
school shooting in US history. 
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Jackbooter: A person who sells goods and services on the Secret School 
Economies. The term later became synonymous with the Plaid Prohibition (q.v.) 
and is a pun on the word “Bootlegger.” 


Kamerad: German word for “Comrade.” It entered the lexicon of the average 
American Catholic School student after 2012. The word itself is sometimes used 
to address another student. 


Luftgeschwader: The German term to refer to “Aerodyne-Wing,” otherwise 
called ‘A-Wings’. They form the air forces of the Great Powers. 


MAFV: Miniaturized Armored Fighting Vehicle. Acting as smaller, remote- 
controlled substitutes for conventional armor, the MAFV form the armored forces 
of the Great Powers. 


March 21+ Plot: The underhanded coup-d'’e/at aimed at assassinating the leadership 
behind the Programs and bring GACSS under Conspiracy control. 


Milchpalast: German for “Milk Palace” or “Milk Hall,” this Philadelphia hangout 
sport was geared toward teenagers and young adults since the 1920s. 


Moles: Known as “New Dwellers,” Moles are orphans, runaways and throwaway 
youths who sought shelter and asylum in the Dweller World. Unlike the 
Bluebloods, they are as human as everyone else on Earth’s surface. 


” 


Neudeutschland: German for “New Germany,” this country is home to over 
two hundred million Remnants (q.v.). Its current landmass is two-thirds the size of 
“Southland,” the Otherworld’s South America. 


NPEA: Nationalpolitische Erziehungsanstalten, German for “National Political 
Institutes of Education.” Otherwise known as ‘Napola’, the NPEA was an 44 
controlled school system that educated the Third Reich’s future leaders. 


NPEA Rakonitz: A Catholic boarding school based out of a medieval castle in 
the former Czechoslovakia. It was run by clergy, religious and officers in 44 
uniforms. In reality, it housed the secret headquarters of the Brotzmanstab, where 
they designed and developed secret weapons known as “Wunderwaffen.” 


Otherworld: An alternate dimension that is very similar to the universe that the 
Earth occupies. To date, the term refers to an Earth-like locale that is an exact 
duplicate of the real Earth. The Great Powers have a formal presence there 
because of the Anomalies. 


Plaidfahne: German for “Plaid Banner,” this is an important relic reflecting the 
vigor of the Rebirth. While beyond the scope of Fame and Honor story, its 
significance and symbolism are important to The Plaid Dream. 
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Plaid Prohibition: The result of the Kohler Act, which led to a general ban on 
sugary and salty junk food in American public, private and charter schools. There’s 
a lot of money to be made, and potential markets to be tapped. 


Plaidstadt: Formerly Cardinal McDougal High School, it was opened and 
operated by the Archdiocese of Philadelphia until its closure in 2009. Three years 
later, it is the administrative building for the Republic Program. 


Rebirth: A term denoting the six months of events that resulted in the 
establishment of the Republic (q.v.) by the USCCB (q.v.) as a ‘non-profit support 
apparatus.’ 


Remnants: Officially “Die HJ-Reste’ or “The Hitler Youth Remnants’, they are a 
sizeable group of former Hitler Youth and BDM members who escaped the Third 
Reich by fleeing to the Otherworld. Led by the surviving student body of NPEA 
Rakonitz, they are technologically and financially powerful. 


Republic Program: By definition, the term refers to the organizational entity that 
came into existence in the wake of the Rebirth. Led by State Chancellor Harold 
Brotzman, the Republic Program’s ruling body is the Convention. Alternatively, 
the term can also refer to the book of the same name, which is an English 
translation of the Rheingold (q.v.). 


RGA: Ryanischen fiir ein Grofkatholische Ausbildung, German for “Ryanites for a 
Greater Catholic Education.” Backed by former elements of the Brotzwanstab, they 
are the pro-Catholic school forces in the ongoing Brotzmanskrieg conflict. 


Rheingold: A book written by Father Michael Agrioli, SJ, a Jesuit priest forced to 
work for the Brotzmanstab on a teleporter called the Nornen-Gerat or “Nornir 
Device.” This book would go on to form the basis of the Republic Program. 


Rosy War: The conflict that preceded Brotzmanskrieg. From 1997-2005, an 
alliance of various powers led by the Underground declared war against the 
Remnants. Many events in Fame and Honor, such as Brotzmanskrieg, ate rooted in 
this conflict. 


Ryanite (plural term for Ryanite is “Ryanites”): Slang term used to denote 
students of American Catholic schools. Though slowly, the word gained 
prominence among students, becoming a household name. In some cases, it can 
also denote students of the Canadian Catholic School System. In German, the 
wotd is known as ‘Ryanisch’. 


Ryanite Chorus: In Fame and Honor, a chapter bearing the words ‘Ryanite Chorus’ 
means that a// the main characters make a physical appearance within a chapter. 


Schwarzenstein: German for “Black Stone’, it is the headquarters of the RGA. 
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SSE: Secret School Economy. It denotes the clandestine financial apparatus that 
exists within every school system, including the GACSS. Anomalies, in addition to 
other goods and services, are sold by students known as “Jackbooters.” 


44: Schutzstaffel, German for “Protection Squad.” They act as the paramilitary, 
intelligence gathering, and secret police force of Adolf Hitler and his party. As an 
organization, it is heavily compartmentalized with an alphabet soup of lesser 
groups. 


Underground (aka ‘Catholic School Underground’ or ‘CSU’): An American youth 
movement driven toward the New Evangelization and the Anomaly Phenomenon. 
Though many members were homeschooled, the Underground exercised its 
influence over various school systems and colleges. But infighting among its ranks 
caused it to lose the country’s Catholic schools to the RGA. 


USCCB: United States Conference of Catholic Bishops. Formed in 1966, this is 
the national assembly of Catholic clergymen and religious that runs the pastoral 
affairs of Catholic life in the United States. 


Volksarmee: German for “People’s Army.” This is the Ryanite Home Army, 
responsible for defending the internal boundaries of the GACSS. 


War, the: Although war is a common theme, this term exclusively refers to World 
War II, because of its main characters possessing former ties to the German Reich. 
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